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Editorial 





TO PROMOTE SISTERHOOD 


Let me tell you about the debt I owe to the 
women of Exponent II. 


I returned to Boston in February of 1981 
after an eight-month visit with my family in 
Utah. Soon after I got here, my mother wrote to 
tell me that my 23-year-old sister Nancy, 
pregnant with her first child, was experiencing 
dizziness and a numbness in her left hand and 
the left side of her face. The doctors were a 
little worried, but said it was probably Bell's 
Palsy, a not uncommon occurence among young 
pregnant women, and that it would probably be 
only temporary. 


It soon became apparent, however, that 
whatever was wrong with Nancy wasn't just Bell's 
Palsy. More damaging symptoms began to appear. 
She lost her equilibrium entirely, her face 
began to droop on the left side, her eyes 
wouldn't focus, she had difficulty swallowing, 
and she couldn't keep any food down. She was 
admitted to the hospital several times so that 
she could be fed intravenously to keep up her 
strength and that of the baby. During one of 
these hospital visits her little girl was born, 
a month early but otherwise fine. After the 
birth Nancy's condition didn't improve, and the 
doctors discovered, on their third round of 
tests, that she had a brain tumor. 


My mother called to tell me on a Saturday 
when I was cleaning my apartment. I sat on a 
wicker stool with a broom in my hand and heard 
that my sister had something growing in her 
brain that might take her life. 


The hardest thing for me in the subsequent 
weeks was being so far from home. I felt that I 
never really understood what was happening and 
that I could do nothing to help. On the advice 
of a friend, I finally called one of her doctors 
to ask what, exactly, was wrong. He gave me a 
medical description of the tumor, most of which 
I have since forgotten. 


“What are her chances for living?" I asked. 
He told me that they could not operate to remove 
the tumor without taking her life, that there 
was some success in treating brain tumors with 
radiation therapy, but that statistically Nancy 
was not in the group that recovered. (About 90 
percent of the cases treated successfully are 
children under twelve.) 


"Do I need to go home right away to see her?" 
was my next question. He said that he didn't 
know how long her life would last, that it could 
even be years, but that it would be better to 
visit her when she would know me and be able to 
appreciate seeing me rather than to wait for 
later, when she might not. 


I had been in Boston only two months, and I 
didn't have a job. When I moved, I had had to 
come by bus because I didn't have enough money 
for a plane ticket. I didn't know how I would 
be able to go home. 


A few weeks later, at a meeting of the 
Exponent II Board, I explained what was 
happening to my family. I felt that I could 
share this burden with them because I had seen, 
so often, women bring the trials and 
difficulties they were facing to that group, to 
find there love, encouragement, and Support. I 
don't remember exactly how these women responded 
to what I told them, but I do remember that 
through them, for the first time in many weeks, 
I felt the Spirit of the Lord. Someone, as we 
were discussing what I planned to do, asked, "Do 


you have the money to go home?” and I broke down 
and cried. Those dear sisters gave me, on the 
spot, the money for an airplane ticket to Utah, 
and then we all knelt together in prayer, asking 
a blessing on my sister. 


As I said, I felt the Spirit of the Lord very 
Strongly in that meeting. I felt that these 
women were working with Him to bless my life-- 
that it was important that I go to Utah and that 
I go soon. 


I will always be grateful for that trip home. 
I was nine years older than Nancy, and our lives 
had been quite different. While she married 
young, I had gone to school, worked, left Utah, 
returned to school, and again left Utah to work. 
I had never been as close to her as I would have 
liked. Now, almost too late, I had a chance to 
get to know her, to learn of the incredible 
courage she had developed just to face another 
day when she would always be dizzy, weak, unable 
to eat, and unable to see well. And most 
important, during the one day we were able to 
spend alone together, I talked with her as I 
never had in my life of things that deeply 
mattered to us both, trying to understand and 
share with her this terrible trial. 


It also happened that my brother Ralph's 
missionary farewell was held during the two 
weeks I was home. Nancy, although she was quite 
weak, was able to attend this Sacrament service 
with us, her first in many months. I think we 
were all surprised at and impressed with the 
humility, love, and purity of our brother, as he 
spoke of his testimony, of his love for all of 
the people who had helped him throughout his 
life to grow to be worthy to serve the Lord on a 
mission. He seemed to speak for all of us when 
he expressed his love for Nancy: “I don't know 
how she doeS it. She has moré courage than all 
of us." 


I returned to Boston filled with the love of 
my family and with much more faith in the 
eternal nature of that love. 


Nancy died in November of that year, 1981. I 
got to see her one more time, because I found 
employment that involved a great deal of travel 
and consequently was able to spend another 
weekend with my family in August. I wondered 
why, considering that I did get to see Nancy 
again, it was so important that I go to Utah in 
the spring, when the women of Exponent II paid 
for my ticket. Why did I feel that they were 
working with the Lord, that it was right and 
important for me to go then? 


Now I know. Last year on May 24th my brother 
Ralph was killed in an automobile accident on 
his mission. If I hadn't gone to Utah when I 
did, I would have missed his farewell. I 
wouldn't have been able to put my arms around 
him as I was leaving for the airport, give him 
one last hug, tell him that I loved him and to 
be a good missionary. And he wouldn't have 
answered me, "I will, Sue. And I love you, 
too.” 


I would not have been able to sit with my 
family in our living room that morning before I 
left, where we gathered for my father to give 
Ralph a blessing before he left for his mission, 
and where each family member also received the 
blessing of being able to express why we loved 
each other, especially why we loved Nancy and 
why we loved Ralph. I would have missed that 
sealing of our love, and my life this past year 
would have been that much harder for me. 


That was the blessing given to me by the 
women who work on Exponent II--the chance to say 
goodbye, for a long time, to both my sister and 
my brother. 


And that is the kind of love I see as the 
basis of this newspaper: a sharing of our 
struggles, pain, searching, and also a sharing 
of our successes, triumphs, joys. Both are 
necessary to teach us to love each other and to 
understand the enduring beauty in and value of 
our lives. 


At times our experiences may leave us bleak, 
questioning, even in despair. When there seems 
to be no hope, the only thing that helps is to 
realize that we are not the only ones who have 
trials, that others suffer, too. A few years 
ago a friend and I told each other of recent 
experiences that had brought us each great pain. 
I felt, on hearing what my friend had suffered, 
"If she can go through all that and keep trying, 
and not give up on the gospel or on life, then 
surely I can, too.” She later said that she had 
felt the same about what I had shared with her. 
There truly is a renewal of Strength that comes 
as we “bear one another's burdens.” 


Recently I have had another couple of blows 
that have made me think, “I can't face this 
another minute. I just don't know how I am to 
go on." And then, in preparing to write this 
editorial, I read through all of the past issues 
of Exponent II, and some of the pages of the 
original Woman's Exponent. And I was able to 
say, “Oh, yes, I see how I will do it. These 
women have faced trials and Struggles that are 
every bit as difficult as mine, and they have 
endured. Surely I can, too." 


Furthermore, when we are going through a 
difficult time, we need to be reminded that the 
scales eventually balance, that there are 
occasions in our l{ves--to be remembered from 
the past and to be hoped for in the fucure--of 
love, fulfillment, and joy. As a sorrow shared 
is lessened in the sharing, a joy shared is 
intensified. The scriptures tell us that we are 
that we might have joy, and perhaps much of it 
comes as we share the happiness of those we 
love. We need those experiences in Exponent II 
as well. 


All women, but especially LDS women, are 
being pushed and pulled in many directions 
today. There are countless voices telling us 
who we are supposed to be and what we are 
Supposed to be doing, most of them saying 
different things. The statement on the cover of 
this issue expresses the hope of the staff of 
Exponent II that this paper will be one place 
where we can learn from each other, in love and 
acceptance, not so much who we should be as who 
we actually are, where we can realize that we 
are strong and good, that we are committed, in a 
world and a Church of paradox, conflict, and 
pain, to living the gospel of Jesus Christ, that 
we will, as have our sisters in the past, endure 
the trials that come to us. 


Unknowingly, the sisters of Exponent II gave 
me a priceless blessing because they accepted 
me, listened to me, loved me, and offered me the 
support I needed at a critical time. Although 
we may not realize exactly how, I am sure that 
likewise all of us who contribute to this 
paper--as readers, writers, and staff 
members--can bring comfort, strength, and 
support to each other as we honestly share the 
joys and sorrows of our lives. 


Susan Howe 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 


Love never tires; the more we love the more we have of 
solid satisfaction. Every new soul we come in contact with and learn 
to esteem fills us with new light and life. Those who love others are 

themselves full of sunshine, and the day marches triumphantly on 
with them from rosy morn to dewey eve and silent night. 


THE WOMEN’S EXPONENT 
SEPTEMBER 15, 1877 
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This autumn Exponent II's masthead will read 
Volume 10, Number 1, and are we going to 
celebrate! As we enter our tenth year of 
publication, we want you to join us for a giant 
Exponent Reunion. This year, instead of a 
one-day Exponent Day Dinner in the spring, we 
are organizing a whole weekend of activities in 
the fall. Our planning has just begun, but we 
want to let you know that the reunion is coming 
up so that you will have plenty of time to make 
arrangements to be with us. 


All sorts of wonderful ideas are in the 
works: an autumn leaf tour, slumber parties, a 
writers’ workshop, panel discussions, group 
discusssions, a fireside, the Bonne Bell 6.2- 
mile women's road race through Boston and 
Cambridge (we didn't exactly plan this one, but 
why not take advantage of someone else's 
efforts?), bed and breakfast accommodations, and 
oh! the reunions and the sharing. 


For the past nine years marvelous women from 
all over have contributed their time, creative 
energy, and love to offer Exponent's forum to 
each other. We want to celebrate your efforts 
with yous Come join us in Boston for Exponent's 
Tenth Anniversary Reunion, to be held during the 
Columbus Day weekend, October 7-10, 1983. 


Although we will be paying special tribute to 
those who founded Exponent II, to those who have 
contributed their writing and their art, and to 
those who have supported the newspaper with 
their labor, we welcome every woman who shares 
the goals of Exponent II. A special invitation 
is extended to those who have subscribed to and 
read Exponent over the years. We are still here 
because you are there reading what we print, and 
we want you to be our guests of honor. 


What a glorious time we will have! Start 
planning now; there are only six months until 
October! For reservations and more information 
about scheduled events, write to: 


Sue Paxman 
10 Bowdoin Street No. 1 
Cambridge, MA 02138 


She's eager to hear from you! 
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A Sensuous Housewife 


Ten years ago I wrote a seminar paper on an 
obscure nineteenth-century writer named Lydia 
Maria Child. It wasn't an especially good 
paper, but every once in a while some little 
scrap of that research flutters into my brain 
just when I need it. This week, for example, 
I've been thinking about Child's double identity 
as a romancer and as a dispenser of household 
advice. The American Frugal Housewife, first 
published in 1829, was always her most popular 
book. In 1836, as she was working on her third 
novel, Philothea, “a Grecian romance,” she had a 
curious dream. She saw herself walking with her 
husband beside a beautiful sea where there were 
exquisite statues--handsome heroes, delicate 
maidens, lovely cherubs. As she gazed in 
Tapture at the scene, an old woman in a 
checkered apron came up behind her and said: 
“Ma'am, I can't afford to let you have that 
brisket for eight pence a pound.” 


I felt a bit like the frugal housewife in 
Child's dream when I opened the last Exponent. 
There I was in my checkered apron canning 
peaches while everyone else was out on the beach 
talking about sex. I don't think I planned it 
that way. If I had known that sex was going to 
be the only theme of the issue, I am sure I 
could have come up with something. I had been 
reminded months before that an issue on 
Mormonism and sexuality was in the works. 
nothing on that topic bubbled forth 
spontaneously into the early morning vapors from 
which this column is drawn, I forgot about it. 
Repressed it, no doubt. Hence my embarassment 
at being caught on page ten with those sensuous 
peaches dripping in my hands. 


Since 


Surely I'm not alone. There must be more 
than one Mormon woman whose lyricism is 
unleashed by ripe fruit, but who can hardly 
imagine writing an essay on kissing or a poem 
about passion. One of the reasons for this 
reticence is obvious--contemporary American 
culture is saturated with sex talk. In 
reaction, Mormon culture romanticizes (we like 
to say “spiritualizes") sexual experience. Like 
Child's Victorian contemporaries, we risk making 
a rich and important aspect of life inaccessible 
to thought, to questioning, to learning, and 
ironically even to celebration in any but the 
most abstract terms. 


Polished statues-~handsome heroes, delicate 
maidens, and lovely cherubs--pose on the shores 
of our psychic seas and sometimes even on our 
pianos. Such images promise perfection while 
denying growth, making of sexuality a kind of 
Temple, secret but not sacred, most holy when 
least understood. 


It's the familiar problem. How can we remain 
true to our ideals and to our own imperfect ex- 
perience as well? Because it is so familiar, I 
am intrigued by Lydia Maria Child's struggle to 
bring together the poetic and the practical 
sides of her own nature. Philothea wouldn't let 
her reduce life to the price of brisket, yet 
whenever she was tempted to falsify experience 
in the name of perfection, her frugal housewife 
scolded. Like us, Child knew that the body and 
the spirit are the soul of woman, yet she had as 
much trouble as we do expressing this “fulness 
of joy." 


The issue, of course, is balance. Child's 
dream suggests where for her and perhaps for 
many Mormon women the greater danger lies. I 
don't think it is accidental that the emblems of 
beauty in her dream are statues, bodies without 
feeling. Although they represent love and ro- 
mance, they are passionless. The old woman in 
the checkered apron, on the other hand, is not 
only alive but in command. She seems to be 
telling Child that to deny the homeliness of our 
bodily experience is to deny much of its beauty 
as well. She also seems to be urging Child to 
integrate the practical, problem-solving side of 
her nature with the idealistic and romantic. 

The danger for women, I believe, is not only 
abstracting sexuality from life, but from the 
realm of will or volition. We do not choose; we 
are chosen, 


Yet who in her right mind would select a 
frugal housewife as a model of sexuality! 
Housewives are concerned with dust and chicken 
gizzards and clean toilets. I remember one 
hilarious Relief Society Stake Board meeting 





many years ago when our redheaded chorister 
confessed that she was so compulsive about 
cleaning her bathroom every Tuesday that one 
night she left her husband waiting in bed while 
she mopped the floor behind the locked door, 
turning on a water tap to disguise the noise. 
He never did figure out why it took her so long 
to brush her teeth. 


On closer examination, however, the frugal 
housewife may not be such a bad model. She is 
curious. She knows what she wants. She makes 
the best of what she has. And she is not afraid 
to say no. Why are we so afraid to trust her? 
Our chorister undoubtedly emerged from her 
mopping spree in diaphonous nylon, a perfect 
statue, leaving her checkered apron behind the 
door. Perhaps if she had felt that she had as 
much control of her body as of her house, she 
wouldn't have kept her husband waiting so long. 


Maybe some day a latter-day Child will write 

a book entitled The Mormon Sensuous Housewife. 
It won't be me. I am not interested in offering 
recipes but in proposing a change in image. In 
my opinion, Mormon women do not need a new set 
of skills so much as the courage to apply the 
ones they already have. Maybe it wasn't so 
crazy to put an essay on canning peaches in an 
issue on sex. 

Laurel Thatcher Ulrich 

Durham, New Hampshire 


I Don't Believe You, 
Grandma 


Night before last as I chatted with some 
friends by the fire, nineteen-year-old Megan 
arrived at the cabin with her five-year-old 
nephew Richard, the only ones in the family able 
to come up for the night that busy Monday. 
Strolling in carrying his small canvas suitcase 
and wearing his navy sweatshirt hood up, he 
looked at my departing friends and without their 
saying a word, announced, “I'm really pleased to 
meet you.” 








Megan reported later that on their way 
driving up the canyon he had looked at the stars 
and said, “I wish I had wings.” 


“What for?" she had asked him. 


“So I could fly up and see God. And then I 
would ask him to take my wings off so I could 
give him a hug.” 


This morning Megan left early and Richard 
woke up in my bed where he had dropped like a 
stone last night promising No, he would not kick 
if he could sleep there. He kept his promise. 
All night and into what was for him a late 
morning, eight o'clock, he did not stir. 
Watching him I remembered seeing him born, his 
now smooth winsome face once a blotchy red, his 
quiet half-smiling mouth then wide and wailing. 
But all of him still as he was at birth, 
spilling with promise and surprise. 


And today's promise was a climb up the gully 
to the big swing right after a canyon breakfast. 
For a while, though, we looked at cobwebs and 
spiderwebs and felt the difference. He wanted 
to catch a fly in the sticky string he touched 
out of a corner in the loo. And he had to be 
let down into the dank wonder of the root cellar 
so we could send secret messages up the air 
vent. He helped lay the fire in the kitchen 
stove and got to light the match--with his 
tongue out of one side of his mouth, guiding. 

He asked about the poker, the damper, the 
lifter. Did something with each, put chunks of 
butter on hotdog buns and slid them into the 
oven for canyon toast, struck a knife into the 
soft cooked eggs and scraped them, maybe a bit 
shelly, into our canyon cups. Anything I did he 
did, with bright watching and quick picking up- 
I felt more companion than grandmother, but 
still in a kind of charge that befitted the com 
ing together of ages separated by yep! fifty 
years. I even thought about how it must have 
been for my grandmother showing me anything, 
everything up here. And for my mother showing 
this little boy's mother. Under the current of 
simply moving with the activity, there was the 
sweet urgency to teach, to pass it all along, 
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the native know-how, the stockpiling of tradi- 
tion, the harmony of belonging, all cornered for 
a morning in two-by-four blocks he stacked into 
a steeple and an ancient trolley car that 
prrrrred along a homemade track beside a fat 
stove brought teetering on its nickeled legs to 
Utah a hundred years before this little boy ever 
asked to stay overnight at the cabin or get out 
the block box. 


In the middle of starting a new building 
after his earthquake had destroyed the first 
one, he said, “Where did this cabin come from?” 


“Well, from building it--just like you're 
building your blocks into something.” 


“But who built it?” 


“Well, actually, your Uncle Bruce sort of.” 


"Uncle Bruce? He's not a builder.” 

“That's right, but he's an architect. And 
when he was just out of school where he learned 
how to draw buildings so other people could 
build them, he drew this cabin for us. He 
designed it.” 


I felt nothing but informative, grandmotherly 
in my precision, the teacher I'd always wanted 
to be. But Richard, without looking up from his 
two-by-four blocks, said, "I don't believe you, 
Grandma.” 


“Why not, Richard?" 
aback. 


I asked, totally taken 
"I always tell you the truth.” 


"I just don't believe you.” 


Dumbfounded, grinning, I said, “How about if 
I show you the drawings Bruce made before the 
cabin was built?" 


“Where?” he asked, up and standing with his 
hands manfully jammed in his canyon levis. 


“Okay,” I nodded, “come with me.” He took my 
hand, and the soft holding ran through me like 
spring runoff in the creek. 


“There,” I said confidently, spreading the 
folded and faded heavy blue drawing paper out on 
the bed. “You see, this shows what the cabin 
looks like from looking down on it--like the 
birds do or a helicopter would. See, on the 
corners? the big pine trees?” 


“That's not a tree. It's a firecracker,” 
Rich said pointing to the spoked rounds that 
indeed did look pretty explosive on the four 
corners of the flat square that was supposed to 
be a roof. 


"Well, let's look at this next drawing. See, 
there's the ramp coming in . . « and the living 
room and the stairs and the balcony. And here's 


where you usually sleep. . .-" 


Richard's eyes traced every line, his 
forefinger following a route different from the 
one I tried to outline as I explained. 


"It doesn't look like any of that stuff,” he 
assured me, turning another page and another. 


Then came the view from the front. I 
explained, "There's the front door, and the 
kitchen, and see, this is where we eat out on 
the porch under the big tree.” I watched him 
pursing his lips, his eyes slits of conjecture. 


We looked at all views, even the footings, 
until all of the thick pages had been turned. 


“I'll be back in a minute,” Richard said 
matter-of-factly. His square little body sprang 
as if coiled toward the screen door. 


“Where are you going?" I called over the 
slam. 


"To my secret hiding place to look.” He had 
gone over the railing, certainly not down the 
ramp and around! And was scrambling up through 
the bushes behind the cabin. 


I went back to filling the bird feeder and 
shaking the rugs- In less than a good shake he 
was back, muddy, coming through the slam of the 
door saying about like he'd say I'm hungry, “I 
believe you, Grandma.” 


“How come?” I asked, trying not to grin too 
hard or grab him too soon. 


“Cause I went up there 'n saw it. And it 
looked just like the picture that Bruce drawed.” 


The rest of the morning we read Mary Poppins 
and played Fish and blew the brass bugle Megan 
had brought from Philadelphia because she knew I 
had always wanted to learn Reveille and Taps. 
Richard could blow louder and higher than I 
could, and his cheeks puffed like pink dough. 
Authenticated, I could name a thousand things 
that would stand. Including Richard. Including 
me. 

Emma Lou Thayne 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
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KIND “BONDS 


Did even you boy Christchild give to womankind 
(kind woman Mary, great with child) birth agony, 
woman's travail-—-her essence to live fullest 
in dying 
(kind woman Mary, great with child) 


Mankind's savior, woman's joy, 
Warmth of the womb she gave you 


(kind woman Mary, great with child) 
Pure youth raised by quiet hands-- 
that must bear a letting go. 
Who is my mother? 
(kind woman Mary, great with child) 
lonely Savior raised high and brought low 
woman stands watch at 
mankind's woe 


Oh, great woman Mary, kind with child. 


Gail Turley Houston 
Mesa, Arizona 


SING THEM “LULLABIES 


(Written in the Old Mormon Cemetery, Florence, 
Nebraska, June 1974) 

Robins were nesting, blackbirds flying low, 

And on a rugged head-stone, a bluejay 

Screeched wildly so that all who stopped might know 
That this was hallowed ground, made so they say 

By pioneers, six hundred lying here, 

Halted in the endless march of Zion's camps 

That winter long ago when death struck fear 

As loved ones died with swamp-born fevered damps. 
Death mostly took the young ones first. I read 
On headstones here: one month, ten days, one hour. 
They scarce had lived at all--only the seed 

Of living in this sad place, a brief flower 

for its one day. On unknown graves I weep. 


May angels sing them lullabies to sleep. 


Caroline Eyring Miner 
Salt Lake City, Utah 


WOMEN HAVE 
NOUCHED ME DEEPLY 


I remember Mother's hands moving miraculously, 
light as light letting there be light 
among marigolds and marshmallows 
upon my pillow. 


I feel my wife's fingers, even when they are not there, 
unwrinkling temples, 
easing achings, 
Warming the bonecold marrow of my life. 


My daughters' chubby hands make magic of 
mudpuddles and buttercups, 
chuckling fingertips stirring my soul 
as easily as water. 


tven the awkward girl wrapping my package in the store 
ties with the ribbons 
my tendons 
into gentler patterns. 


Steve Walker 
Provo, Utah 








‘IN “NEW “HAMPSHIRE 
REMEMBERING 

FIVE DAUGHTERS 
GROWN OUT OF 
HOME IN UTAH 


Lying here nights on my solitary bed 
I bundle you into my mind from the snaps 
I've taped to the wall. 


Here come your smiles, bare knees from the boat, 
At twenty above I sink into your crowding. 

A swarm of familiar embraces bed down 

in the layers New England exacts for the cold. 


Outside my curtainless window, husky old maples 
and hickory give out your names to the wind. 


Like poems read in a torrent, you elbow into 
my questions: How long is a sentence? 
How short is a stay? 


Entertain me by firelight with music and cookies. 
Send me your messages flavored by lunch. 


In the center of life I wake feeding you still 
grilled cheese and honey, saying All who are glad 
to be here say "I"! 

And hearing, I, I, I, I, I. 


Will even death become part of our ease? 


Emma Lou Thayne 
Salt Lake City, Utah 


THE PROPHET 


He exits 

this mortal painfully 

bowed from daily wrestlings 
with the veil 

bringing light into 

the shadows of our years 


wethankthee o god 
what have i done 
Jesus Lord have mercy 
heads bowed souls 
eyes with vacant tears 
clenched hands over silent screams 
defenses crumbling into aching voids 
the crowd stands 
arising surrounding 
this multitude undefeatable 
into the silence 
joy and triumph flow 
° father 
i am seeking 
aching in the clarity 
of these gentle words 
chants in dim cathedrals 
pilgrims on bent knees 
clutching hands pressed 
against soft foreheads 
empty promises from 
prayful fetuses 
crescendo in the blackness 
whispers of joy intoned 
to my writhing soul 
o father 
pleaseforgivemy 
Lord hear 
in Jesus name 
i need 

i know 
please-- help-- us 
remember your greatness 
in the love of this man 
who exits in the silence 


Mary Paxman McGee 
Virginia Beach, Virginia 


‘DEPRESSION, 
TOSFFARTUM STYLE 


brittle on gray witch-finger 
branches dead leaves scratch out 
jumbled morse code messages 

to my spirit like indecipherable 
ancient words sobbed 

into a vacuum sucked into 

outer darkness through my 

inner darkness and like me 

so far away from this 

bright november day 


Mary Blanchard 
Sacramento, California 


UNCONDITIONAL “LOVE 


My mother never lived for me, yet 
I know how a mother feels: 
A cradling acceptance, 


Freedom just to be. 


I've never seen beyond the veil, yet 
Sometimes in solitude, 

I feel a certain bonding, 

A Mother of my own. 


Mary J. Gibson 
Long Beach, California 





AN 
ACCEPTABLE 
COURSE? 


"But I want to read about people where it 
doesn't end happily ever after,” exclaimed my 
long time friend as we were still up talking at 
2:00 a.m. during a recent visit. We had been 
discussing some of the new Mormon romance 
literature that is very packed with uplifting 
and inspiring stories, but is seldom realistic 
or true to life as we were experiencing and 
observing it. “I want stories about good Mormon 
people who are trying to live right, but have 
problems they can't always solve, or stories 
where the characters don't necessarily live 
happily ever after--or at least must come to 
compromising solutions to their problems,” she 
added. 


At the time I wondered whether there was a 
place in our Mormon society for that kind of 
literature just yet, since most of us are still 
trying to make the “good LDS wife and mother 
with a temple marriage” work, and perhaps need 
role models for that. Then I realized with an 
emotional shock that I had just been through 
exactly the kind of experience she meant, and at 
the same time my story fits into both cate- 
gories. I have had to decide whether I wanted 
to stay married or not, and I'd like to share my 
feelings with you. 


I was irrevocably shaped and influenced by my 
parents’ marriage and their interaction with me 
and my brothers and sisters. I was physically 
abused by my father, who used me to vent his 
anger and frustrations, and emotionally neg- 
lected by my mother, who spent all her emotional 
energy dealing with his hostility and anger, and 
had little or none left for us. I found myself 
in the middle, trying to fix it for both of 
them. Oh yes, I grew up with the gospel, and I 
have many times proudly proclaimed my several- 
generation Mormon heritage. Both my parents 
held many responsible positions in the Church. 
My youth is an object lesson that the gospel, 
faith, and prayer do not always solve all your 
problems. To have knowledge of true principles 
and to be able to effectively implement them 
into everyday life are two different things. 


When I married, I chose a man who seemed the 
Opposite of my father. He never criticized, 
never got upset, had strong opinions about very 
few things, was educated, well-liked, appeared 
strong, stable, and, in my opinion, was the 
epitome of what an LDS husband and father should 
be. (I might add, he still has the style that 
is interpreted by others as the ideal Mormon 
husband.) After a temple marriage, we settled 
down to married life as the “ideal married 
couple.” 


In my early marriage, I did not feel the 
emotional closeness I desired, but assumed that 
it would “come with the territory” in due time-- 
that it would just take him a while. Through my 
perfect love and devotion he would soon hang on 
my every word and we would sail blissfully into 
the Celestial Realms together. 


We got along beautifully for about ten years, 
which is to say we rarely disagreed, never 
raised our voices, and understood exactly what 
the ground rules were--meaning that neither of 
us would ever do, or especially say, anything 
that might possibly hurt the other's feelings or 
risk getting the other upset in any way. We 
both believed in “peace at any price." 


After the arrival of two children, my husband 
decided he didn't really like kids. Being obe- 
dient, I went along with him and planned to have 
no more children. When he would get emotionally 
fervent and declare, "I need more sex; I saved 
myself for you, and now I deserve what I want,” 
I obediently gave it. When everything caved in 
over an unplanned pregnancy, I justified his 
negative behavior by thinking he would get over 
it, but I slowly began to realize he was not 
going to forgive me for breaking the rules. His 
job required him to travel a great deal, and I 
knew something had to change when I finally had 
the courage to verbalize my feelings into "I'm 
much happier when he is gone.” 


We counseled with the bishop, who told us 
just to forgive each other and all would work 
out. We were in such bad shape, however, we 
didn't even know what to forgive. Some friends 
had found a psychologist whom they liked, a mem- 
ber of the Church who was helping them in their 


marriage. Even though it was very hard to do, I 
shakily called for an appointment. I had spent 
a great deal of time on my knees about this, and 
I felt a compulsion pushing me to get help. 


Because I went alone to the first appointment 
and he had not liked some of the things the 
therapist had told me, my husband went with me, 
reluctantly, to the next appointment. He felt a 
need to defend himself so that the therapist 
could see how wonderful he was, fix all my 
problems, and make him happy. Our therapist 
explained that people of about the same level of 
problems --the same negative symbiosis, the same 
games used to deal with problems--seem to 
attract each other. My husband continued to go 
with me, and our relationship grew closer as we 
learned to talk, to share, to own our own 
problems and feelings. After a while we quit 
going for counseling. 


Then I had another baby that we both thought 
we wanted very much. But it also seemed to 
trigger some old anxieties in my husband, and 
our relationship has been deteriorating ever 
since. For the last year he has been threaten- 
ing off and on to get a divorce because he does 
not think we have anything going for us, and 
that we have no relationship (by which he means 
we don't have sex the prescribed number of times 
a week). These threats turned out to be ways to 
get what he wanted out of me. Recently I called 
his bluff, suggesting that perhaps he would be 
happier with someone else and maybe a divorce 
was the best course to take, since I could not 
seem to be what he wanted and needed no matter 
what I did. That terrified him and we both 
realized that he had been crying “wolf.” 


This incident forced him to come to grips 
with a few truths about himself. He found that 
he had been using me all our married years to 
vent his emotional hostility. He had tried 
every way he knew of to make me crumble, give 
him what he wanted, and beg for his love. When 
none of these games worked, he became even more 
hostile and angry. He was even using the sex 
act to try to antagonize. To hurt me was the 
source of his need and compulsion in sex. 


His admission was something I had suspected 
from the beginning of our marriage, but I had 
never been able to identify it as clearly as he 
finally did. To protect my psyche, I had denied 
the root cause of his behavior. The emotional 
ramifications of this new knowledge was 
emotionally devastating. I was distressed not 
only that he would use me like that, but that he 
would find that style of dealing with 
frustration acceptable. Now that he sees it for 
what it is, he is reluctant to get counseling to 
help overcome it. He thinks he can do it on his 
own, but I do not. 


My feeling of being locked into an eternal 
situation that I could not get out of without 
displeasing my family and my Heavenly Father had 
gotten in my way of being firm with him. In 
making this decision I had to decide if I could 
deal with all the frightening aspects of a 


divorce: What would people think? What would 
people say? Could I deal with being a single 
parent? I knew I couldn't support myself in the 


style to which I have become accustomed and have 
enjoyed! The bishop would be upset and put a 
lot of pressure on me to take him back. The 
hardest of all was that he appears so good on 
the outside that no one would believe me. 


In sharing my feelings about the possibility 
of a divorce one day with my grandparents, they 
were very distressed. In their attitude I saw 
shadows of things to come. They implied that 
the idea of divorce was a purely selfish act on 
my part: How would I take care of my children? 
What about the four generations of Mormon 
ancestors who had preceded me? I must put the 
idea out of my head, go home, put my arms around 
him, and tell him I loved him. My grandfather 
looked me in the eye and asked accusingly if we 
had family prayer at our house? Yes, I assured 
him, twice daily, and we prayed together as 
husband and wife at bedtime and said our own 
prayers every night, held Family Home Evening 
regularly, attended our meetings faithfully, 
held responsible jobs in the Church, and had a 
year's supply of food. 


I was also torn between taking the children 
away from their father and disrupting their 
lives (he is a good father--at least compared to 
what I grew up with) and staying with him as 
things were now. I had looked at the price I 
would pay in either decision and, in a very 
calm, peaceful moment during a talk with him in 
which the situation seemed hopeless, I knew I 
could stay with him for the sake of my children, 
and I told him so. I really believe that if I 
work on my problems, I will be able to handle 
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his feelings better. 


Perhaps I will even be 
able to alleviate the pain I may trigger in his 
life--the things I do that get his negative 


feelings going. I still will not assume 
responsibility for his feelings, as he would 
like me to, but if I can become strong enough 
emotionally that they no longer disrupt my life, 
I can live with them. At the same time, I can 
see that I have some of my needs for happiness 
invested in his behavior, and I will have to 
give those up. 


But what about the eternal aspects? At this 
point I do not want to be married to him for 
eternity, but I also know that people's lives 
change. I may feel differently someday. I may 
decide to leave him after the children are gone, 
or he may leave me before that. I do not want 
to break up my home. I feel less vulnerable to 
being used for his hostility because I now know 
the enemy. Upon these considerations, I will 
stay, knowing that this is not an eternal 
marriage. Perhaps someday it will be so good 
that I will shudder at the thought that I almost 
gave it up. I sincerely hope so. 


I have felt very frustrated in writing this 
because of the limitations of portraying a 
picture in so few words. I have prayed a lot 
and hoped for some sort of revelation or 
unmistakable guidance, but none has come. I 
feel that I made a commitment to my Heavenly 
Father when I married in the temple, and as long 
as I can I want to honor that. I have faith 
that He will let me know when another course is 
acceptable to Him. 


Name Withheld 


_A THERAPIST 


COMMENTS 


I can feel your struggle to make decisions in 
your life. My heart aches for you, your hus- 
band, and your children because all of you are 
suffering from the current state of affairs. I 
commend you for taking the time and effort to 
write down your story so that others might know 
they are not alone. 


I wish I could say your situation represents 
a small minority, but since my entrance into the 
marriage and family therapy profession nine 
years ago, my eyes have been opened. Most of 
the cases I have dealt with are similar to 
yours. Unfortunately, knowing you are not alone 
may not help all that much. 


Your description of your lives of quiet--and 
not so quiet--is very familiar to me. With a 
few changes in the twists and turns, your story 

ld fit points of time in almost anyone's mar- 
riage. Some marriages have mere hours like you 
describe; some have more outright hostility that 
lasts for longer periods of time. The key to 
making your story have a “happy” ending, however 
you would define that for yourselves, is to make 
stress and conflict work for you. But please do 
not fear from my saying this that I am going to 
give you the old “virtue of long-suffering” line 
once again. 
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No marriage is free from conflict, although 
many, like yours originally, did choose “peace 


at any price.” Some couples can actually make 
this “peace at any price” work for them for an 
entire lifetime. Others cannot, or will not, 
live lives empty of passion, feeling, and alive- 
ness. They are not willing to live “lives of 
quiet desperation” by committing emotional sui- 
cide. At the risk of sounding too Pollyannaish, 
my belief is that stress and conflict are an 
unprecedented opportunity for learning about 
ourselves and those we care about. To help 
illustrate my belief and, I hope, to open some 
new perspectives for you, I would like to dis- 
cuss some major themes that I found in your 
story shared by most people I have had the 
chance to work with. 


The first theme that I think is common to 
every marriage is our reenactment of patterns of 
behavior that we learned in our families of 
origin, or families that we grew up in. Whether 
we like it or not, we learn to do what we saw 
done in our families. If we do not like what we 
saw, we tend to do or seek out the opposite, 
which is usually not any more effective than the 
original behavior. For example, you saw your 
father handle conflict in an overtly abusive 
way, and your mother try to pacify him. You 
resolved you would not end up in a marriage like 
this, so you married someone who seemed the 
antithesis of your father--someone who dealt 
with conflict passively or not at all rather 
than abusively. Both you and your husband lived 
the rules both sets of parents taught you: "do 
not rock the boat . . . wife, be obedient to 
your husband . . . peace at any price,” etc. 
Then, by your description, the rules no longer 
worked for your husband, and all of a sudden it 
seemed as if you were living with dad again and 
you had to become even more like mom. 


The point is that neither of you learned to 
handle conflict constructively in your own 
families. You and your husband probably entered 
marriage saying, “It's going to be different for 
me than it was for my mom and dad." Both of you 
were probably expecting emotional closeness to 
“come with the territory” and that your partner 
would “help make things all right.” When things 
did not turn out “all right,” you started to 
become each other. Emotional closeness takes a 
lot of work and experience observing those who 
are good at it. Saying tht emotional closeness, 
or intimacy, comes automatically--especially 
when you have never seen any relationship that 
was truly emotionally close--is like expecting 
to be able to learn fluent Spanish from watching 
Spanish television. The most common substitute 
for emotional closeness is sex, or what I call 
psuedo intimacy. 


I applaud you and your husband for seeking a 
good therapist, for it sounds as though you did 
find a good one. 


It is important to know what to look for in a 
therapist. Carlfred Broderick, a Mormon mar- 
Tiage and family therapist from the University 
of Southern California, said at a young marrieds 
fireside at BYU that no matter who you are 
counseling with--a parent, a bishop, a thera- 
pist, or a friend--if that person is not chal- 
lenging you or opening alternatives up to you 
about your current behavior, your current per- 
ceptions, or your current feelings, then you had 
better find another person to counsel with. 
Being listened to by another person is a warm, 
Teassuring experience, and there are times when 
this is all that is necessary. However, when 


you are stuck because everything you've tried 

has failed and you feel miserable, you need to 
have new avenues of perceptions, behaviors and 
feelings opened up to you. 


I hope others will benefit from your experi- 
ence to be able to know when one needs profes- 
sional help. When things get so bad for an 
individual or a couple that no matter how many 
talks with each other or the bishop they have 
things either stay bad or get worse, it is time 
to seek outside professional help. When people 
become mildly physically ill, they use remedies 
learned at home or seek advice from friends or 
family. If the illness continues or gets worse, 
the person’ usually goes to a professional who 
specializes in treating that type of malady. 
Often he learns that he has some physical dis- 
position that will require his physical condi- 
tion to be monitored from time to time through- 
out his life, and so he has regular physical 
check-ups. 


Therapy dealing with an individual's rela- 
tionship and emotional tife is much like this 
monitoring. For some, therapy may be a short- 
term response to a specific life crisis--such as 
loss of a job, death of a loved one, rape, 
physical injury, etc. These people are usually 
able to move rapidly and with ease toward deal- 
ing with the trauma that affected their emo- 
tional lives. Others who may need longer term 
therapy include those who have not experienced 
emotional closeness or intimacy in their lives 
and must begin with the basics. In either 
situation, the process of learning and growing 
will be filled with ups and downs, but the downs 
will become less "down" and the ups will become 
more "up." To ensure that this process is in 
the direction of growth, it may be necessary to 
go for check-ups to the therapist. This 
check-up is an evaluation point in a person's 
growth process, not a sign of failure. Some 
people think that if things work well for a 
while only to become a mess once again, therapy 
must not work for them. 


My suggestion that you once again visit a 
therapist is not to say that divorce is not an 
alternative. It takes two people working--and 
playing--hard to achieve emotional closeness. 
If only one of you is doing all the work, that 
is something you must consider in your decision 
to stay together or divorce. 


Some marriages are bound together by one 
person's very obvious inappropriate behavior 
such as alcoholism, drug addiction, food addic- 
tion, sex addiction, rages, physical abuse, 
emotional abuse, etc., and the other person's 
more subtle inappropriate behavior of covering 
up for, protecting, defending, compensating for, 
sacrificing for, submitting to, in order not to 
have to confront or challenge the first person's 
behavior. The second person is as much a part 
of the destructive syndrome as the first. The 
second type, commonly called an enabler, 
inhibits the growth of the overtly destructive 
person by shielding him/her from the conse- 
quences of his/her inappropriate behavior. An 
example of an enabler is the spouse who provides 
the other spouse with drinking money as long as 
he/she limits the places or times when, what, or 
with whom he/she drinks. Another example is the 
spouse who allows him or herself to continually 
be the target of emotional or physical 
abuse--which includes requests for inappropriate 
sexual activity or sex activity that is hurtful, 
degrading, or against the will of the other 
partner--without saying, “This is wrong and it 


must stop. We will get help and, if it still 
does not stop, I will no longer live in this 
situation.” 


My experience tells me that some people jump 
to the divorce stage before they have carefully, 
and prayerfully, diagnosed the situation, and 
that, conversely, others stay in bad marriages 
for so long that they are almost disabled. A 
good doctor does not amputate the leg without 
first considering every other alternative. 
However, once it is clear that amputation is 
necessary, delay can cause the malady to spread 
to other parts of the body. 


Your statement “I can see that I have some of 
my needs for happiness invested in my husband's 
behavior, and I will have to give those up,” is 
such an enlightening and monumental statement! 
The more you can work on this, the less of a 
victim you will feel, and the more avenues of 
choice will open up before you. 


Another theme in your story that I find 
prevalent in most people's lives is that most of 
us want to give the responsibility for our 
really tough decisions to someone else. I 
sometimes find myself unconsicously taking 
informal polls from my husband, friends, and 
family, assigning their opinions weights and 
then juggling them much as a statistician would 
do to try to determine what course of action IL 
should take. I want someone else to make the 
decision for me. I see that you got hooked into 
the same thing when you talk about feeling 
locked in by the fear of displeasing your 
family, your heritage, your bishop, and Heavenly 
Father. This inhibited you from being firm with 
your husband and yourself. You were essentially 
giving control of your life to everyone else and 
then blaming them. I am happy for you both that 
you were able to break out of this pattern. All 
of us, to some extent--and women in particular-- 
are socialized to guess what other people expect 
of us and then live accordingly. It is easier 
to perform to others' expectations and get their 
positive reinforcement than to fully shoulder 
responsibility ourselves and spend some hard, 
lonely hours, days or weeks wrestling with a 
decision that belongs to us alone. No one but 
Heavenly Father knows what it is to live in your 
shoes. It sounds as though you are on the right 
track because you know that the ultimate 
decision is between you and the Lord. 


I would like to address briefly your concerns 
about your children. You say that your husband 
“is a good father--at least compared to what I 
grew up with." What is more important for you 
to look at is that you grew up with your mother 
and father, not your children. You are aware of 
the comparisons; your children most likely are 
not. Your husband's ability to father is not 
the only important dimension. How is your 
mothering ability while you are living in this 
situation? What are you teaching your children 
about how to handle conflict? What are you 
teaching them about male-female relationships? 
Depending on the intensity and duration of the 
emotional distance and hostility between your 
husband and you, your children will be more 
aware of what is happening. If it is not talked 
about openly--such as “Dad and I are angry with 
each other right now and it is not your fault. 
It has nothing to do with your grades or with 
your ability to be a son or daughter"--they will 
interpret the underlying tension as something 
they have caused, and like you in your youth, 
they will feel responsible. If you and your 
husband find that in spite of jointly telling 
your children they are not responsible for your 
marital unhappiness, they still feel that they 
are, take them with you to your therapist. 
Helping children to understand they are not to 
blame is one of the most common services I 
perform for families I see. 


I do so agree with you that people's lives do 
change. At this point you may need to take some 
stands with your husband so that both of you 
will have the opportunity to be happier in your 
marriage. You have a good therapist; both of 
you go back. You may make it without the 
therapy, but you surely could save a lot of time 
by going back now. Even if your marriage does 
not make it, you will both understand clearly 
why not, and you will have information to help 
you keep your children from becoming the battle- 
ground on which you fight out your marital 
battles. 


So dear X, I pray this information might be 
useful to you and anyone else who reads this. 
May you and your husband find your “happy 
ending,” whether it is with each other or apart. 


Camille Collett-DeLong 
Mapleton, Utah 


‘Mormons 


and> 
Sexuality 


SEX AND 
THE VIRTUOUS 
WOMAN 


In this Mormon village of Laie-—-morally 
protected on all flanks by the Brigham Young 
University-Hawaii Campus, the Polynesian 
Cultural Center, Hawaiian Temple, and the Laie 
Hawaii Stake--sexual attitudes and expectations 
have become scripturized into unwritten 
commandments. Two years ago, after I had 
purposely worked at becoming a more attractive 
woman, “The Word" was that a virtuous woman does 
not call attention to herself. In humid Hawaii, 
she is to shroud herself in long muumuus, wear 
no makeup, and allow her hair to grow naturally 
grey and, if possible, chastely long. To look 
attractive implies an invitation to adultery. 


Church experience also seems to teach us 
never to look attractive for the sake of being 
attractive or for ourselves. I was to look nice 
for my parents, then for the boys, then for the 
Lord, then for my husband, then for my 
positions. Is it any wonder that many of us 
become overweight, colorless, and predictable, 
once we have “caught our men"? 


Another mandate--most often initiated, 
perpetuated, and enforced by the good “keepers 
of the culture"--is defined in the dating 
timetable suggested by the Church but which has 
become the “Word from Sinai.” When my daughter 
turned twelve, she had a big birthday party to 
which an equal number of girls and boys were 
invited. Several young teens declined the 
invitations, and in their excuses I found myself 
being sweetly criticized for encouraging 
pairing-off when the MIA handbook specifically 
commands that our young people be sixteen years 
of age before they begin dating. Is a girl in 
her junior year of high school suddenly 
“twinkled” and on her sixteenth birthday 
magically endowed with the true power of dating 
and the everlasting understanding of the 
opposite sex? Latter-day Saint parents place 
far too much emphasis on the “loving” part of 
courtship and marriage. We all should 
rediscover the friendship and youth of “liking.” 


About six years ago another order was duly 
noted and recorded. At a stake conference the 
women of Laie Hawaii Stake were instructed to 
refrain from discussing sexual matters with one 
another. My friends and I looked at one another 
across the rows of faces. We kept silent but 
not for long. It soon became apparent that 
without each other we had no one with whom we 
could discuss sexually-related questions, 
problems, and prevailing attitudes. We could 
not go to the bishop; we needed female words and 
sisterly understanding. We could not go to a 
professional counselor; we couldn't pay the fee, 
and we had been warned to beware of non-LDS 
professionals who could not relate to the Mormon 
culture. We avoided LDS Social Services because 
we feared that they might deem our problems to 
be insignificant in the light of their knowledge 
of Mormon marriages. With their eternal scope 
of celestial relations, our problems might 
appear trite or petty. We could not go to the 
stake president because he had given the order. 


A beautiful friend, who is divorced and lives 
nearby with her two children, is shunned because 
she is a single woman. She will steal your 
husband (they all will). Of course, your 
husband is always desirable. This attitude 
dismays and depresses her. She is righteously 
ignored by brothers and sisters because of their 
fear of her availability. Her knowledge and 
experience are demeaned by such comments as “Why 
ask for trouble?” "It begins with that type of 
temptation;" “It takes two to divorce”-~all made 
within her hearing. Another friend, an 
attrac ive widow, feels set aside, particularly 





by home teachers who make extremely short visits 
because they feel the pressure of wagging 
tongues and uptight wives. It has been 
suggested to her that she conduct herself with 
less vitality and charm. Maybe sackcloth and 
ashes would be appropriate. Or a scarlet letter 
tattooed on her brow. 


Turning to sexual matters within a marriage, 
a Mormon catch-all that reduces me to a seething 
mass of primitive passion is “Don't do anything 
that you wouldn't be going if the Lord were 
right in the room with you." This directive has 
{nvaded the bedroom as an indication of which 
sexual practices may not be celestial. It is 
not enough that a Mormon woman tries to dress 
herself “modestly,” to discipline her children, 
to prepare daily meals, and to accept a stranger 
at the door, anticipating that he might be Jesus 
Christ, but she must also prepare for this 
incomprehensible intrusion into her bedroom. 
Notwithstanding, the thoughts of an angel 
faithfully recording every act and word add 
little pleasure to the proper order of 
procreation. 


How to keep a husband happy--a proverbial 
charge--perplexes many of us. Armed with the 
ideal that keeping him well-fed, seeing to his 
needs, attending to his children, and supporting 
him in his priesthood are the keys to holding 
him, we find it difficult to consider keeping 
him sexually satisfied as well, especially 
wearing flannel nighties and sensible shoes. We 
are beginning to wonder which has first 
priority. And when we find that sex is vital, 
of the utmost importance, to the card-carrying 
Mormon male, we are confused. Finding no 
scriptural references, only tight-lipped 
sisterly support and much counsel about the 
celestial levels, we may turn to the world of 
women's magazines and sex manuals. Discovering 
them to be irrelevant and highly inappropriate 
in the context of our way of life, we simply 


wonder and wait for the Church to come to our aid. 


Because we have been given so many 
“directives” and had so many issues defined for 
us in such detail, we are often at a loss when 
the directives or the details are not forth- 
coming. For example, couples admonished at 
marriage to bear children find such practical 
questions arising as "How often should we have 
intercourse?” They look to the Church for 
further definition. Once a week? Twice? 
Surely not every day! Is sex permitted on 
Sundays? Is it omitted during a fast? Is 
Mormon sex ever for pleasure or only for 
procreation? Is sex all right in the daytime? 
When is sex over-~at the birth, marriage or the 
death of the last child? When are twin beds 
acceptable? Are they ever acceptable? These 
and many fine points are never defined. It 
never occurs to some of us that they are 
questions of personal preference that we can 
resolve ourselves. 


As I review my upbringing in the Church and 
compare it to my fourteen-year-old teenager's 
Mormon world, I am appeased and comforted 
because I do see hope. The Church has changed. 
We have changed. The Church will change and we 
will change. Perhaps in the near future it will 
insist on premarital counseling for each couple, 
conducted by a bishop whom the Church will 
train. He will counsel about the elements of an 
earthly, as well as a celestial, marriage. And 
if one session is not enough, he will give them 
a second and a third. Perhaps then the virtuous 
couple won't bungle their new union into 
unwarranted unhappiness, won't be counseled only 
with the ideals of heavenly love, will believe 
that their parents “did do such a thing,” will 
accept the “animalism” of the sexual act as 
proper and fitting for LDS lovers. The sexual 
union is a creation of God. Why won't we 
believe that? 

Rubina Rivers Forester 
Laie, Hawaii 
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PREMENSTRUAL 
SYNDROME 


PMS, or premenstrual syndrome, refers to the 
collection of complaints that occur between 
ovulation and the start of the period. Women's 
cyclic changes are not new, but the view that 
these complaints are biologically caused and 
treatable is new and still somewhat controver- 
sial. Symptoms may include backaches, head- 
aches, sore breasts, queasiness, irritability, 
emotional outbursts, feelings of vulnerability, 
and low self esteem. Roughly 70 percent of all 
women have at least mild premenstrual symptoms, 
while almost 10 percent have symptoms that 
actively interfere with their lives. 


The cause of PMS is not known for sure. 
There are several biochemical explanations, none 
of which is universally accepted. The most 
popular theory explains PMS as an imbalance 
between the hormones progesterone and estrogen-- 
either a deficiency of progesterone or an excess 
of estrogen. Other possible causes include 
vitamin deficiency, hypoglycemia, fluid 
retention, too much prolactin (a pituitary 
hormone), and stress. 


The cyclic timing of the symptoms identifies 
PMS. Diagnosis is made by a woman herself 
through a menstrual calendar as she charts 
symptoms and when they occur, and a pattern can 
be identified. After diagnosis, women have 
several options, depending on the severity of 
their symptoms. 


Treatment falls under four headings: 
lifestyle, diet, vitamins, and progesterone. 
Stress reduction and regular exercise can help 
because body tension, due to physical pain or 
emotional strain, magnifies the symptoms. Diet 
changes can help, too. Avoiding sugar and 
reducing the intake of caffein and salt can make 
a difference, as can eating regularly and often. 
Vitamin B-6 is also recommended in daily doses 
of 200 to 800 milligrams throughout the cycle. 


Many women need no help beyond these 
suggestions. In extreme cases, however, 
progesterone is prescribed. The dose varies 
greatly from woman to woman and is administered 
in vaginal or rectal suppositories. 


Women who are interested in reading more 
about PMS can consult Self-Help for Premenstrual 
Syndrome, by Michelle Harrison, M.D., available 
through Matrix Press, Box 740, Cambridge, MA 
02138, or Once A Month by Katharina Dalton, 
M.D., Hunter House, available in bookstores. 


PMS: 
A QUESTIONABLE 
ANSWER 


The telephone rang, and my three-year-old son 
and I both scrambled to answer it. Knowing his 
limited abilities to handle an incoming call, I 
made certain I got to the phone first. Then I 
had to carry on a ten-minute conversation while 
he screamed in the background. When I hung up 
the phone something in me snapped and, furious, 
I yelled at him, shook him, and threw him on the 
couch. Then, trembling, I sat down to cradle 
him and, amidst my own tears, tried to reassure 
him of my love. “Mommie is frustrated, honey. 
It isn't your fault.” 


Similar uncontrollable outbursts had happened 
frequently since the birth of my third premature 
infant. I sensed there was something critically 
wrong and decided to look for help. Thus began 
a difficult seven-year search that exhausted 
both my emotional and financial resources. When 
what looked like the answer finally presented 
itself, it still left me with many questions. 


In addition to outbursts of temper, IL 
suffered from other symptoms. My moods would 
swing from high to low. At times I would feel 
nearly euphoric, and then I would go into the 
blackest periods of depression. I was 
irritable, anxious, fearful, often frantic. My 
emotions were always raw, my tears close to the 
surface. The usual excitement I had for life 
turned to apathy. At times I felt I was ina 
fog; things that had seemed logical and 
reasonable earlier lost meaning and proportion. 
Problems appeared insurmountable, and making 
simple decisions became a major task. 


My self-esteem went into a tailspin. I felt 
paralyzed by my perception that no one liked me. 
I withdrew emotionally and wanted to hide from 
the world. Even my closest associates seemed 
intimidating because I was convinced that if 
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Exponent II's issue on sexuality clearly hit 
sensitive nerves in many of our readers. Most 
of the women who wrote expressed frustration at 
having been poorly prepared for gratifying 
sexual relationships with their husbands. Each 
letter describes an experience that is different 
from the others, but they collectively document 
how widespread this feeling of disappointment 
is. JI intentionally withheld some of the 
letters on this theme, as well as one letter on 
lesbianism and one on incest, because the 
letters lacked clarity and direction. 


The hope for more openness resounds in the 
following letters and has made us more committed 
than ever to encouraging readers to express 
feelings, ideas, and anxieties on the subject of 
sexuality. Most readers clearly believe that 
some frank and candid dialogue on these topics 
earlier in their lives would have helped them 
develop healthier, happier feelings about 
themselves and their sexuality. While 
expressing a desire for a more open, less 
ebmarrassed expression of feel ings and 
descriptions of life experiences, most writers 
did ask that their names be withheld. We 
respect and understand that request and have 
accordingly printed those letters anonymously. 


IRD 
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The first two letters express gratitude for 
what the writers hope is a beginning to in- 
creased discussion of female sexuality. Teddy 
Carey of Menlo Park, California begins: 


I finished reading your latest issue on 
"Mormons and Sexuality" a short while ago and 
have been thinking about it ever since. I have 
often thought that I would like to write you but 
have always procrastinated. This time, however, 
I must write and tell you some of my thoughts. 


First, I wish there had been something like 
this issue for me to read when I was young and 
so ignorant, so untaught. I had nowhere to go 
for enlightenment. I'm sure my mother did the 
best she could, but she hadn't been taught much 
either. And somehow, the subject of our 
sexuality was one that my friends and I never 
brought up or discussed. In looking back, it 
seems impossible that anyone could have grown up 
that unknowing; I know now that I wasn't alone. 
When I was young, I thought I was uniquely 
ignorant and was ashamed to show that ignorance 
by asking questions, even of a doctor. 


I am too old to have had "Standards Nights"-- 
they belonged to my daughter's generation--but 
we had lessons built on the story of the "Heart 
of the Rose," which I consider worse than 
nothing. 


After reading some of the articles in this 
issue, I have come to the conclusion that things 
haven't changed that much. I suppose that I had 
just assumed that they must have, that our 
generation had to have done a better job than 
our parents' and teachers' had done. Are our 
girls really still being taught that sex is 
something that is "done to" girls? I hate to 
tell you how old I was before I realized that 
perhaps women were supposed to enjoy sex, too. 


I guess what I am trying to say is "Hooray" 
for an edition like this one. It is sorely 
needed, and I hope it will be the beginning of 
more enlightenment for our young Mormon women. 
Granted, we want to teach them the principles of 
chastity before marriage and faithfulness 
after, but there must be a better way than we 
have had heretofore. Just changing the expres- 
sion "looking for a young man who can take you 
to the temple" to "looking for the kind of young 
man with whom you can go to the temple” would be 
a help, for starters. It isn't much, but it 
does show a change in attitude. 
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Nanette Poll Allen from Salt Lake City, Utah, 
offers some interpretations that she has in- 
ternalized from common preachments she has 
heard repeated while growing up in the 
Church and suggests how better attitudes could 
and should be taught in an LDS culture. 


I always enjoy your newspaper but especially 
appreciated the last issue. Sexuality is a 
topic that has been too long ignored, Bravo! 


As I think about the references to sexuality 
that I have heard (and still hear) from Church 
leaders and teachers, I find that I am disturbed 
not only by what is actually said but, more 
profoundly, by the hidden messages that I receive 


from the counsel given. It is distressing to me 
that any lesson on sexuality is termed a lesson 
on "chastity" and usually takes the form of a 
warning with inherent references to evil and 
danger. Only now, at thirty-six, am I 
discovering that the hidden messages in these 
warnings have had a strong negative influence on 
my relationships with men both during my dating 
years and since my marriage. 


After I read the fall issue of Exponent II on 
"Mormons and Sexuality," I decided to discuss its 
taboo subject with a few friends. The result 
was a feeling of relief. I learned that other 
women have also identified hostility with 
sexuality in some of the messages they have 
heard. Here are a few of the more common admoni- 
tions along with my interpretations of them: 


Counsel Given Message Received 
1. Sexual transgres- 1. Sexual transgres- 


sions are so bad that 
they cannot really be 
forgiven. 


sions must be avoided 
at all cost: The nail 
holes remain when the 
nails are removed 
(i.e. scars remain 
even after repen- 
tance). Parents would 
rather see a child in 
a coffin than sexually 
"unclean." 


2. Ideally a couple's 2. Any physical 
first kiss should be intimacy before 

over the altar. marriage is wrong and 
Sexual temptation is dangerous, People 
like a roller coaster: 


Once you reach a cer- to control their 


tain point, you can’t passions. 

stop. 

3. Always dress 3. The female body 
modestly, even when should be hidden. It 
swimming. Dress stan- is thought of only as 


dards are exacting; 
church leaders are 
expected to check 
skirt lengths by 
having young women 
kneel to make sure 
that hems touch the 
floor. 


a sex object. 


4. Sexual intercourse 4. Sex should not be 
should be gentle, fun or exciting; 
pure, and sacred-- thoughts should be on 


preferably performed the Lord. 

with garments on, 

after prayer, and only 

for procreation. 

5. Women engage in 5. "Spiritual" women 


do not have strong 
sexual desires. 


sex primarily to 
please their husbands. 


6. Women are doormats 6. Women are to be 
on which men clean used by men. Women's 
their muddy feet needs (sexual or 
before entering otherwise) are not as 
heaven, important as men's. 


7. Married women 7. The only kind of 
should not travel relationship possible 
alone to church between men and women 
meetings with men is sexual. The sex 
other than their drive in men is so 
husbands. A man strong that they 
should not go alone to Cannot be trusted to 
take a female baby- control themselves; 
sitter home. therefore women must 
protect men from 
temptation. 


Fortunately, just recognizing the interpreta- 
tions that I have drawn from church lessons is 
helping me to reject some of them. However, 
even after eight years of marriage, I am some- 
times still haunted by the "nice girls don't do 
this" feeling, and I wonder how long it will be 
before I can totally eliminate that belief on 
the emotional level. 


Three of the hidden messages have had a 
particularly negative impact on me, The first 
is that sex should be experienced only as a part 
of a spiritual union aimed at procreation. It 
is certainly never suggested in church talks 
that sex should be fun! Before marriage we are 
frequently reminded that sexual intercourse 
(outside of marriage) is the worst sin next to 
murder, one that may not be forgivable. For me 
and for other women that I know, the sanctions 
against intercourse were not totally removed by 
a wedding ceremony, temple or otherwise. 
Learning to enjoy our sexuality was difficult 
when we were expected to go from "a no-kissing- 
until-the-altar ideal" in the morning to total 


don't have the ability 


physical intimacy that night. It is Probably 
even harder for those who engage in sexual 
intercourse before marriage and associate 
strong guilt feelings with the sex act itself. 


I wonder how Mormon women can learn to accept 
feelings of sexual pleasure when we have been 
taught that "really spiritual" women have sex 
primarily because it makes them feel close to 
their husbands and the Lord. The inference that 
orgasm is not important for women and that a 
woman's orgasm is perhaps even a sign of 
Carnality is not, in my opinion, conducive to a 
healthy sexual relationship. 


Further, how do we develop the trust to dis- 
cuss sex with our husbands when we have been 
Programmed to believe that it is not a 
"righteous" topic of conversation; that sexual 
desires are unbecoming to a woman? And finally, 
how do we relax and enjoy a sexual relationship, 
even in marriage, when undefined "perverted" 
practices are warned against in temple inter- 
views, and the phrase "chastity in marriage" is 
bandied about? 


The second message that concerns me is the 
idea that women should not learn to understand 
and accept their bodies. The current emphasis 
on our bodies being covered day and night, on 
our responsibility for men's thoughts if and 
when they look at us, and on sexual thoughts 
being basically evil has undoubtedly affected my 
acceptance of myself as a woman. I wonder how 
this emphasis has influenced my general feelings 
about myself and my worth as a human being. 


The third hidden theme, I believe, is the 
most damaging one of all--the suggestion that a 
sexual relationship is the only relationship 
possible between women and men. Ironically, 
this attitude probably encourages the very 
intimacy that it seeks to inhibit by isolating 
men and women, causing them to see each other 
only as sex objects. But whether that is the 
ease or not, it has other very damaging, and 
Probably more widespread, effects. 





Before marriage this attitude can lead us to 
overemphasize the importance of physical attrac- 
tion and undervalue the importance of friend- 


ship. As I dated, I found myself in many no- 
win situations--a number of rather uptight 
dating experiences in which neither the man nor 
I ever really got to know each other as human 
beings because chemistry was stressed at the 
same time that physical intimacy was stifled. 
Much worse are the marriages that I see now that 
are based mainly on physical attraction--two 
people carrying out their understood roles but 
sharing their real feelings and interests with 
friends. I can think of no greater loss than to 
be married without experiencing the excitement 
and warmth that a marriage-friendship can have. 


I am very grateful that I have been blessed 
with both friendship and sexual attraction in my 
marriage. However, even in these happy circum- 
stances that one relationship does not satisfy 
all of my interests and needs. I resent the 
cultural and emotional barriers to friendships 
with men other that my husband. I object 
strongly to the idea that my attempts at friend- 
liness (beyond the accepted hello and handshake) 
may make Mormon men uncomfortable even when we 
are in a crowd. It makes me sad to think of the 
richness missing from my life because I don't 
feel that I can share ideas and gain insights 
from men as well as women. 


Although I often hear Mormons say that "sex 
is a gift from God," I believe we have a long 
way to go before that attitude is reflected in 
our talks and lessons. What that usually means 
is our "reproductive ability" is a gift from 
God. I am astonished that most messages about 
sexuality are given without using any of the 
terms needed to describe physical intimacy. We 
have almost developed a non-vocabulary in which 
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"morality" means "chastity" and the physical 
pleasures of sex remain unnamed. Thank you, 
Exponent II, for opening a subject long in need 
of examination. I hope that your beginning will 
lead to more open discussion among women, new 
perceptions of "normal" sexuality, and a richer 
communication between women and men, If such 
changes do not take place, what lessons in fear 
and mistrust will we be giving our children? 


SS ee 





Another sister describes the disfellowship- 
ping of an unmarried, pregnant friend in her 
Utah ward and explains her feelings about it. 


A while ago I attended a Special Interest 
meeting with a lovely young lady I've cared 
about and respected for some time. She told me 
a story that is all too common today, I'm 
afraid. 


"I was disfellowshipped today," she said. 
"I'm pregnant. We had planned to be married, 
but he is in his late forties and the prospect 
of fatherhood at such a late age scared him. 
The marriage was called off 


"I've been alone for three years. For three 
years before my divorce, my husband refused to 
have any relationship with me. He wanted a 
divorce because he was tired of marriage and 
children and wanted nothing more to do with us. 
He sees the children rarely and shows them no 
affection. Then I met 


"He was so sweet and warm and affectionate. 
I didn't realize how volatile my emotions could 
be and before I knew it we were intimate. I got 
pregnant. We had many conferences with the 
bishop. I was so undone by the nausea and 
weakness of pregnancy that I just couldn't face 
a bishop's court. I had to quit my job and live 
on the help my dad and my friend could give me. 
I have been feeling a little better recently, so 
I told the bishop that he could go ahead with 
the bishop's court. I feel that they had been 
loving and kind and feel grateful that I have 
not been excommunicated." 


Am I unduly upset because IT feel that she has 
been punished enough without being disfellow- 
shipped. She is the one who has to carry the 
baby for nine months (and she has difficult 
pregnancies). She has to face coming to church, 
obviously pregnant, and keep her head up when she 
feels like crawling in a hole. I feel that she 
has been sinned against more than she has 
sinned.- I can so clearly.see Christ with the 
woman that had been caught in adultery and was 
about to be stoned. Christ wrote in the sand, 
"He who is without sin cast the first stone." 
And then as the men drifted away, he said to the 
woman, "Where are thine accusers? Go thou and 
sin no more." He didn't excuse the sin. How 
then can our bishop's court sit in judgment of 
a woman; they have never walked in her shoes. 
How do all those happily married men judge a 
woman who has gone through a divorce, as well as 
raising her children alone? When she is 
betrayed by her loneliness and responds freely 
to warmth and affection, how can they sit in 
judgment? 


I'll never forget the time that I talked toa 
bishop about indiscretions that I had committed 
when I was a young widow many, many years ago. 
He asked if I had been faithful to my husband 
since I had remarried; he seemed to think that 
if I had been tempted when I was single, I would 
certainly be unfaithful while married. He just 
couldn't see the difference. I did not need to 
have other relationships when I was happily 
married. 


I think these issues should be discussed more 
thoroughly. Divorce is occurring more frequently 
in the Church than ever before. How can bishops 
and home teachers counsel young women who are 
divorced when they have no idea what temptations 
the women are facing or how difficult and lonely 
the lives of these women are? Women often get 
trapped into unwise marriages because they can't 
control their needs for warmth and affection, 
and the strong physical desires that accompany 
those needs. 








Karen Perkins of Salt Lake City begins: 


_ I have somehow retained the impression that 
the "Chastity Nights" I attended as a teenager 
growing up in the Church were planned on the 
assumption that all of us knew everything there 
was to know about sex and that some were 
certainly on the brink of experimentation. In 





eak continued 


Exponent II 





my recollection, I spent much of the time being 
baffled, part being bored, and some being 
embarrassed--or wondering if I should be. Of 
course, my predicament was in part due to the 
fact that my parents hadn't told me any more 
than I asked. I don't think they were purposely 
abdicating their responsibility as much as just 
biding their time. Because sex was not that 
interesting to me, I asked (and occasionally 
still do) why did so many people who seemed so 
anxious to inform me cloak that information in 
euphemisms and vague innuendos? No one ever 
asked what I knew, if I cared to know more, nor 
in any way attempted to open up any two-way 
communication on the subject. Had they done so, 
they might have known better where to begin. 


I don't know that we're doing it any differ- 
ently in the Church today. I taught thirteen- 
year-olds in Sunday School this last year. 
Because we were studying the scriptures, and 
because the subject of sex and sexuality was 
mentioned neither in the manual, in the serip- 
tural texts we covered, nor by .the girls then- 
selves, I never ventured. 


However, it seems that discussions of the 
subject still assume "kids know everything 
these days." In my day they didn’t. Maybe 
times have changed, but I hope that we in the 
Church will still attempt to teach kids what 
sexuality is (in plain English) and not attempt 
simply to scare them into being chaste, one 
feeling that was communicated to me even though 
I was too naive to really understand the words. 


This brings me to my second point. I think 
your last issue treated well the sadness and 
grief of women who cannot be true to themselves 
and their principles and express themselves 
sexually. Yet I would also like to see the 
other side. Celibacy does not preclude a woman 
from experiencing great joy and satisfaction-- 
perhaps as great as her frustrations and sorrows 
if we believe the opposition principle. In 
fact, I believe that anyone alive, in command of 
her mental faculties, can have the privilege 
(and may also have a right as well as a respon- 
sibility) of experiencing joy from many 
sources, 


You have not, however, presented a case for 
women who have the single opportunity (excuse 
the pun) of achieving social, emotional, 
economic, and fiscal stability and independence, 
who can say in this married, Mormon culture, I, 
with the Lord's help, have built this life for 
myself. I am happy and fulfilled by myself. Of 
course, in the next issue I will probably meet 
some of these women. Personally I have many 
goals to accomplish as a single person and will 
be greatly benefited by reading of and learning 
from those who have charted their courses before 
me. 








The next eight letters describe a variety 
of disappointing life experiences in terms of 
sexual contentment. 


Because I don't feel that the Church has made 
a clear statement on the question of how to deal 
with pleasures of the senses--should we 
cultivate or subdue--I have been confused by a 
recent temple recommend interview. Perhaps I 
wanted to believe that our leaders want us to 
use our own inspiration as to how much "abandon" 
is appropriate within marriage. At this inter- 
view, I was given guidelines as to what is 
unnatural. Even though these guidelines were 
minimal and didn't relate to me personally, I 
now feel that "the Brethren" are looking over my 
shoulder whenever I approach feeling "abandon" 
in my sexual relationship with my husband. 
Whether they have made me feel this way or I 
have myself to blame, I am losing any sense of 
spontaneity and adventure in what is a rather 
important facet of my life. 
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Sister Novak may be concerned, but I am 
bitter because of the information and awareness 
that has recently surfaced. My growing-up 
attitude was that sex was a duty--tacitly 
implying passivity. My mother's paramount 
advice was to "think of your husband first." 
Basically, I prized being naive and desired 
little sex information. As a result, I focused 
my energies on school, my outside of school 
interests, and later a mission. 


Then came marriage. I was programmed, 
obedient. Sex was a duty; I thought of my 
husband first. I thought this was correct, even 
celestial. After all, I could affirmatively 


answer the elusive temple recommend interview 
question with certitude. 


Recently three friends opened up to me. 
Number one's husband had had an affair, and she 
got the "correct" and "new" sex information from 
her bishop, stake president, and a professional 
counselor. I was shocked. Number two received 
sex counseling, namely anything goes in reaching 
sexual goals, from her bishop. Shocked again. 
Number three, in order to fulfil] herself and to 
establish a stronger relationship with her hus- 
band, went to pornographic films and read 
dirty books. Their sexual relationship totally 
changed, and their marriage is happy and strong. 
The event that hurt most was reading a basic, 
yet progressive, book that my bishop recom- 
mended. I was totally shocked and confused-- 
shocked because of everything a woman could and 
should experience, confused because of my LDS 
upbringing. This new awareness was the opposite 
of everything I had learned. 


I am bitter because I feel that the people 
who get the correct information are those who 
are in a crisis situation or who can pay $60 an 
hour for a counselor. They get advice--warmly 
given; I get cold, naked, secondary statements. 


This is all ten years after marriage. The 
irony is that I feel pressure to change, to 
become a "real" woman, but lack the desire 
because of my guilt feelings and my less than 
exciting relationship with my husband. This is 
the paradox: Would this new orientation 
strengthen my relationship with my husband? 

With God? I feel guilty if I do and guilty if I 
don't. 








The issue on sexuality was interesting and 


thought provoking. Most of the articles, how- 
ever, evoke negative responses from me as I 
recall my own childhood and early adulthood. 

Many of the articles made me cry as I read of 

the suffering of those who feel they are lesser 
people in the eyes of the Church and its members 
because they are single or divorced. I have 
always felt that the Church should be a place 

for acceptance and support, but many seem to find 
it a place for loneliness, shame, bitterness, and 
discrimination. 


Since subscribing to Exponent II three years 
ago, I have read very few articles on sexuality 
and marital relationships that have been posi- 
tive and uplifting. I hope this does not 
reflect the fact that there are few relation- 
ships in our society that are positive and 
uplifting. When I recall my own upbringing in 
the Church, however, I do remember more "don'ts" 
than "dos", more fears about sex than joys, and 
more negative examples of relationships than 
positive ones. 


Because I was one of the younger children in 
a large family, my parents were older when I 
reached the age when I needed sex education. I 
wasn't told what I needed to hear because I 
think my mother was unsure of herself and left 
my sex education to the Church and school. Asa 
consequence I have had to learn and to sort out 
a lot for myself. 


I was active in a ward in Southern California 
in the late 1950s. I was in my early twenties 
at the time and single. I felt the pressure to 
marry, to stay active. There was quite a large 
group of singles in the stake. Viewing many of 
their very traumatic relationships has colored 
my views of the Church and sexuality. There were 
pregnancies out of wedlock, nervous breakdowns, 
people leaving the Church, people marrying 
inaclive members. 


I feel the Church fails miserably in meeting 
the needs of members in the area of sexuality and 
relationships. Everyone wants someone else to 
do the job. So we have the circle: people 
becoming parents who were taught by parents who 
didn't know as much as they should; schools that 
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Say that the church and home should do it; and 
ehurches that expect everyone to learn by 
osmosis or example or from veiled lessons that, 
instead of using the real words, talk about 
"chastity night" with its bruised rose petals 
substituting for the real life examples that are 
so desperately needed. The circle continues, 
and all suffer. 


If the Church is going to insist that the 
only "right" way to teach sexuality is in the 
ehurch and home (I have heard Church members say 
this in meetings about school sex education 
programs), then let the Church do a real program 
of sex education! Because the Church is a 
teaching church, let us begin by training our 
bishops and stake presidents and, yes, general 
authorities in counseling about sexuality. Let 
us hear fewer platitudes on how "knowing what's 
right" and "being active in the Church" is 
enough. Let's have an adult education program 
to teach young parents how to give their 
children and young adults (junior and senior 
high) sex education classes. Then at least our 
young people would be comparatively prepared for 
dating, marriage, and parenthood. In fact these 
classes should be mandatory before temple 
marriage. Hopefully, an education program would 
decrease the number of traumatic experiences and 
unprepared brides. 








I just have one thought on the subject of the 
Church's cultural conditioning regarding 
sexuality. The one aspect of these unofficial 
teachings that has caused a great deal of inter- 
nal struggle in my life is the idea that sex is 
for only procreation and that huge families are 
to be encouraged. I realize that the General 
Handbook of Instructions contains a statement to 
the effect that the subject is wide open to 
personal inspiration and interpretation, but the 
cultural and unofficial policies are quite 
definitely on the side of a baby every ten 
months. 


It appears to me that, when it comes to child- 
bearing, marriage is like the proverbial pig and 
ehicken with their ham and egg dinner. The wife 
gets to stay home pregnant, sick and miserable, 
caring for whining children; the husband goes 
out and has fun. (In my case, he leaves us on a 
regular basis to do exciting things like climb 
Mt. Whitney, to do church work, and to attend 
business conventions.) Our men sit importantly 
on the stand at meetings, while our women chase 
babies in the hallways and change diapers at the 
restroom sink. 


In addition, happy sexual adjustment in 
marriage is difficult for a woman who gets preg- 
nant immediately after the honeymoon. First she 
gets sick; then just as she begins to feel 
better she gets huge and uncomfortable, then she 
has a baby who stays up all night, and then she 
is terrified of repeating the experience. They 
told us in high school not to have sex because 
we might get pregnant; they neglected to mention 
that the same hazard exists in marriage! 


This last time around I staked all my hopes 
upon the natural family planning method--the 
only method my husband would consider--and 
faithfully adhered to my little chart and 
schedule. Imagine my surprise at being included 
among the 4% failure group. I furiously told my 
doctor that this one would be named after him, 


I love my babies--and I know I will love this 
one--but they have ruined my health and 
prevented me from participating in almost all 
my husband's activities. Some days they drive 
me almost to the edge of insanity. 


Somehow there needs to be a louder voice of 
reason in Church circles--a voice that will 
educate hopeful grandparents and little old 
ladies in the ward, that will warn Mia Maids and 
Laurels, and that will reform priesthood lead- 
ers, who wouldn't be so conservative if they had 
to take their fair turn on the delivery table 
and over the diaper changing counter. 


Maybe I sound extreme because I'm caught in 
the frying pan right now. I'd probably feel 
much better if something happened to me that 
required that I have a total hysterectomy. 
would solve the whole problem: I would have 
time to enjoy the lovely children I have, as 
well as a deepened relationship with their 
father, without having to worry about the eight 
more who may be waiting in the wings. 


That 
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"When I was a child . . . I thought as a 
child: but when I became a [wo]man I put away 
childish things." 


When I was a child I was taught all the 
rules: "Save yourself for your husband." "Nice 
girls don't do ‘those things.'" "Never kiss on 
the first date; he will think you're easy." 
"Never place your hand on his thigh. He is so 
easily ignited." "You, the girl, must control 
the situation.” "Don't park." "Don't neck." 
"Don't pet." "Save yourself." "Boys only date 
girls who save themselves." "No one wants a 
rose whose petals are crushed or brown, or whose 
beauty is gone." 


At the very tender age of ten, I fell in 
love. A crush, some might say, or "puppy love." 
He wrote me a note that said something to the 
effect that he liked me. I didn't know how to 
respond, so I didn't. When we were thirteen, he 
passed me a note in school asking me to meet him 
outside the classroom. We both asked to be 
excused to get a drink of water and ended up in 
the janitor's room where I experienced my first 
real kiss--several kisses on the lips, cheek, 
and neck. I loved it, but I was frightened. 
Then came this request from him, a teacher in 
the Aaronic Priesthood, "Let me see your tits." 
I refused. I had controlled the situation. He 
never kissed me again. 


I loved him--and only him--until I was twenty 
when he returned from his mission with a 
girlfriend. I finally realized he was not going 
to return my love. Internally I had made a 
commitment to him for time and for all eternity. 
There are still times, at thirty-eight and after 
fourteen and a half years of marriage and three 
children, that my heart aches and cries for him. 
I can't help wondering what would have happened 
had I given in. 


Why didn't he love me? I did all the right 
things. I didn't neck, didn't pet, didn't put 
my hand on his thigh, I didn't even dance cheek- 
to-cheek. I also didn't date much. Usually two 
or three dates with the same boy, and that was 
it. I controlled the situation. My reputation 
spread, so that by the twelfth grade I wasn't 
dating at all. I had become somewhat inhibited 
by this age; I was so afraid of walking or 
standing suggestively, of smiling or blinking as 
to encourage the "wrong" response, that I went 
overboard in being cautious. Friends who lived 
the rules were in the same boat. The "rule- 
benders" seemed to have a date to everything; 
some had a boy's class ring and were going 
steady; some even married their high school 
sweethearts in the temple. (I didn't realize 
for years that they were bending rules. I 
assumed naively that one did as one was taught, 
and I was left wondering what was wrong with 
me.) 


During my mourning for my first love--while 
away from home for the first time attending 
college--I fell in love again. How I loved. A 
few months passed before he noticed me, but 
finally we dated. We corresponded and dated 
during the summer; we laughed; we kissed, we 
touched. Then something within me said, "Nice 
girls don't do this. Nice girls control the 
situation." He went off to another school in 
Salt Lake, and I never saw him again. 


How I ached and hurt. I thought that I would 
break in two. At no time during either of these 
experiences did I confide in anyone. I really 
thought I was doing the right thing because I 
was practicing what I had been taught. I never 
wondered whether I should have allowed these 
relationships to continue, even though I loved 
so deeply. 


Three years later I married--outside the 
Church--a man who was not a virgin and who 
claimed that it was no "big deal" that I was. I 
had saved myself for him. I had experienced two 
broken hearts, and it was no big deal. I wonder 
why I couldn't have been taught to remain chaste 
for myself because it was good for me and not for 
my future husband? And what of the principle of 
repentance for me in case I had fallen? 


Still married to this man who treats me like 
a queen, who honored the priesthood long before 
he held it, I know in my head that I love him, 
but I have not yet been able to internalize my 
love. Perhaps something within me is saying, 
"Nice girls don't do that. Control it." Maybe 
I'm afraid that "Boys only want one thing," or 
maybe I'm afraid to love him totally because I 
am afraid of losing him. 


I'm also aware of feeling cheated somehow-- 
cheated because I was given false information 
regarding chastity and a husband's expectations; 
cheated because I lost two loves; cheated 
because I am now unable to let myself love 
without reservation. I hear occasionally that I 
am to be exalted, to become a queen to rule and 
reign with my husband, and I wonder--are they 
lying about that too? 








I was the fourteenth child in a family of 
fifteen. Because my parents did not have what I 
thought was a happy life, I did not get any 
information about sex from them more than the 
"don'ts." 


I wished to learn how to be the kind of woman 
that a man could enjoy living with, but I did 
not find this knowledge by "following the 
brethren and reading the scriptures." I learned 
by reading forbidden books that contained infor- 
mation about sex and sane sexual relationships. 
I rejoiced when I found that research and 
writing supported my attitude: "I like me, and 
I cherish you." 


I was twenty-three years old when, with great 
hopes and dreams for eternal happiness, I 
married a humble, honest sheepherder. After ten 
Pregnancies--the first died after being born 
prematurely, eight children are in homes of 
their own, and the youngest son, a Down's 
Syndrome, is still with us at home--I can say, 
"A good man is the most precious possession a 
woman can have." But, I long for the day when 
"A good woman is the most precious possession a 
man can have." 


Training for this equality cannot yet be 
found in Church policies, attitudes, or classes, 
but I believe it is the foundation of the gospel 
of Jesus Christ. 








I am concerned by our inability as Mormons to 
discuss sex and even more concerned about the ~ 
way we discuss it when we do. When I was in 
junior high the typical Standards Night did not 
bother me much, but then I didn't have any 
questions about the standards either. I 
accepted them; that was the way it was. You 
were either clean or you weren't, a virgin or 
not. But as I became more aware of my 
sexuality, I naturally wanted to understand the 
relationship between the emotions I felt and the 
standards I had been taught. 


Whether I was interested or not at the time, 
those earlier Standards Nights, MIA lessons, 
firesides, and books written by members and 
general authorities constituted the only 
preparation that I had had, their reasons for 
staying morally clean were all that I knew. 
Unfortunately I have found that nearly all seemed 
to be based on fear or guilt--bases that I will 
not tolerate. 


The essential question for me now is, how do 
I cope with the intense sexual frustration that 


I often feel when [ believe the reasons I have been 


given for holding back are so inadequate? Often 
I wonder which is worse emotionally: coping with 
an inability to express myself at all sexually 
under the Church's sanctions or coping with 
possible excommunication and sure reprimand. 
Perhaps the most despairing thought is that, 
with the exception of my family, I have no one 
to talk to. I have often longed to talk toa 
bishop or other ecclesiastical authority. Once 
I tried talking with my bishop and received only 
the fear and guilt-invoking responses that I am 
complaining about. Sometimes I.feel that if I 
heard those responses now I would rebel by 
discontinuing my association with the Church for 
a while. 


Presently, the only reason I have for not 
engaging in pre-marital sex is a personal one 
that others may not find very satisfactory. It 
would be emotionally difficult for me to sleep 
with a man who afterwards withdraws his 
affection. But will that be reason enough if I 
meet a man who isn't going to leave? 


After dating so many smooth, sexually 
experienced men who are ten to twenty years 
older than myself, only a few of whom could 
remain monogamous (an important concept to me), 
I do think that the Mormon view on pre-marital 
sex and fidelity does have something to offer. 
Can we not begin to offer it in a more 
convincing way? 
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Sisters Speak continued 


As a single adult over thirty, I found the 
articles in the last Exponent on the sexuality 
issues that singles face very interesting. 
Although my experiences have differed, the 
emotions I have had parallel those of the woman 
who wrote "What Do You Do When You Don't." It 
has taken many years of personal searching to 
east off feeling like a misfit, inadequate and 
unwanted by both men and the Church. 


I remember being told as a teenager growing 
up in Utah that the Church was looked up to by 
other faiths because "Mormons hold on to their 
youth." However, it has been my experience that 
Mormons do not hold on to their single adults. 
The Special Interest Program not only alienates 
single members from feeling a part of the church 
community, but it also continues to ignore the 
real issues that confront them. 


One of these issues is, of course, being 
single and sexually adjusted. Based on my 
observation of both men and women over thirty in 
and out of the Church, it seems that those who 
have not had significant physical intimacy 
before that age are maladjusted in some way. 
They often have poor self-images in terms of 
their sexuality and do not relate well to 
members of the opposite sex. I seem to be 
encountering more and more good and honest 
single men in the Church who are unable to 
express themselves in any physical way. They 
have rigidly followed the Church's teachings 
that physical relationships are inappropriate 
except in the context of marriage. This 
approach may be right for those in their teenage 
years and early to mid-twenties; however, it 
seems that if held onto for longer periods of 
time, the lack of any intimacy can emotionally 
castrate these men. 


The easy solution that many people give to 
the problem of sexual adjustment and being 
single--"If you had only followed the Prophet 
and had not put off marriage, this wouldn't have 
happened"--is more than just a simplistic answer 
to a complex problem; it assigns guilt to 
someone who is probably already burdened with 
more than enough. The answers given to singles 
--"There, there, it will be all right; you're 
doing what the Lord wants you to do,"--have been 
the source of more than a little anger and 
frustration. 


Many of those who find these answers 
inadequate leave the Church, not because they no 
longer believe that it's true, but because they 
wish to be treated as adults. More than once I 
have felt that as far as the Church is 
concerned, as long as I'm single, I will be 
between nineteen and twenty-two years old. To 
overcome this attitude a friend of mine has for 
several years pretended to be married in order 
to avoid being treated differently. 


Right now I face the difficult decision as to 
which is worse: to remain faithful to my Mormon 
concept of chastity and risk developing a 
distorted view of adult life with no place in 
either Mormon or non-Mormon society, or to 
significantly alter or ignore that concept and 
risk Church censure and personal guilt? What is 
it the Lord wants us to learn and to be? Is it 
possible that this dilemma is similar to the one 
Eve and Adam had to face--an eternal decision to 
be made between choices that contradict each 
other? 
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Another sister brings to our attention the 
controversial temple recommend question con- 
cerning oral sex. 


Last February the First Presidency sent out a 
letter to all bishops, branch presidents, stake 
presidents, and mission presidents stating that 
oral sex was an impure and unholy practice and 
that those who indulged in impure and unholy 
practices were not worthy to enter the temple. 
There was no explanation of why oral sex was 
impure or unholy, no explanation of what kinds 
of oral sex they were referring to, and no 
explanation of whether they meant oral sex as 
foreplay or as the end result. And no one else 
eould offer an explanation because no one felt 
that they had the right to second guess the 
First Presidency. I was upset and wanted to 
write to President Kimball, but my husband was a 
branch president and did not want any repercus~ 
sions. I deferred to his wishes. Instead I 
went to the library and looked at every book on 
sex for information about oral sex. They all 
stated that oral sex was fine--to be encouraged 
as a part of foreplay, but not as the end result. 


At the time the letter came out I was going 
through a depression, or burnout, and was being 


counseled by the Director of LDS Social 

Services in our area. I asked him about it. 

All he could say was that he could not comment on 
it. He suggested that perhaps the Lord was 
trying to take us to another level and that sex 
was only one facet of a marriage and not the most 
important or biggest aspect. 


This fall the First Presidency sent out 
another letter stating that they had received a 
great many letters regarding the first letter. 
Bishops have been instructed not to ask about 
oral sex in a recommend interview. They are not 
to pry. If the subject comes up, they are to 
say that if the couple feels uncomfortable about 
it, they should discontinue the practice. 
Bishops are not to pursue the matter. So ina 
sense, the stand has been reversed; we are back 
to the old policy of whatever you feel 
comfortable with is fine. 


Talking about sex is a delicate matter, and 
we really do not have much of a forum on this 
subject. Instructions are given to our young 
men and young women, but who knows how specific 
or positive that instruction is. Where do 
members go for help? Most consult their 
bishops, who usually don't have any training or 
experience in counseling on sexual matters. We 
can and should go to the Lord in prayer, but I 
feel that we also need an avenue for help within 
the Church. If the First Presidency feels the 
need to make a statement like they did in 
February of 1982, then more instructions and 
explanations have to be given; it should also be 
made clear how this information is to be 
disseminated to all of the members of the 
Church. 


2 
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These last four letters express more opti- 
mism about the possibilities of Mormon women 
finding rewarding sexual experiences. 


I keep hearing two statements about how the 
Church deals with sexuality that I cannot agree 
with. First, the teaching that sex is bad before 
marriage and legitimate afterwards makes the 
adjustment to a satisfying marital sexual 
relationship difficult; second, the Church's 
emphasis on chastity before marriage and 
fidelity after marriage causes Church members to 
have feelings of guilt about sex. 


It is my own experience that causes me to 
dispute the first statement. I did a great deal 
of dating from the time I was fifteen until I 
got married at twenty-one, and I was definitely 
what was called straight-laced. I fell in love 
in high school, and I had a difficult time 
keeping the "necking" at the sweet, romantic, 
hugging and kissing stage. He said that he 
thought I was being unreasonable, but we both 
knew the instant that our feelings changed from 
the sweet and romantic to urgent and heavy. No 
one had to tell us it was time to cool it--we 
knew. Still, he pressured me and insisted that 
if I would leave all the decisions to him, 
everything would be all right. 


I agonized over this situation because I 
really liked him and did not want to lose him. 
But when it came right down to it, I didn't dare 
put my future into his hands. My sweet, 
Victorian mother could never have talked to me 
about these things. Neither could any of my 
teachers in school or in MIA; their answers to 
my questions were always general and vague. So 
I finally figured it out for myself. I decided 
that I would only kiss someone I really cared 
about--no casual necking--and. that I would stop 
when the mood became heavy and urgent. When I 
told my boy friend what I had decided, I did 
lose him. He, however, came back later, and we 
were married. 


I have always been grateful that I went into 
marriage completely inexperienced in sexual 
matters, except for a bit of light petting as 
the marriage date drew near. (I'm trying to be 
completely honest.) The week before our 
marriage, a good friend gave me a book entitled, 
Sane Sex Life and Sane Sex Living. It was very 
helpful. I knew what to expect, even though I 
was not sure that I agreed with everything in 
the book. Still, the sexual fulfillment I 
experienced was a complete surprise to me. a 
was struck with wonder that even though I was 
twenty-one, there was an experience that was 
completely new and different from anything I had 
ever experienced before. I experienced orgasm 
for the first time on our wedding night, and it 
was very exciting even though we were both 
amateurs. 


It was not hard for us to understand that 
what was forbidden before marriage was right and 
good after marriage. As soon as we were 
married, our attitude was, "At last! This is 
what we have been waiting for." Because of my 
experience, I don't see that any problems were 
caused by my rather strict, self-imposed dating 
guidelines, 


I strongly supect that some of the guilt 
feelings about sex that women experience after 
marriage are caused by other events or attitudes 
rather than by the fact that young girls in the 
Church are taught that sex before marriage is 
sinful. If a girl does experiment sexually 
before marriage, she might be in the habit of 
feeling guilty about sex and she might find this 
association with guilt difficult to overcome. 
Also, if her parents have had similar guilt 
feelings about sex, she might very easily have 
been affected by their sexual attitudes. If a 
girl has been reared in a home where her parents 
have enjoyed sex and have had a good, loving 
relationship, and if she has refrained from any 
pre-marital sexual experimentation, I doubt very 
much that she will have a difficult time 
loosening up and enjoying her sexual 
relationship with her husband. 


I have tried to make the dating decisions 
easier for my daughters by giving them definite 
guidelines for chastity before marriage. I tell 
them that our Heavenly Father has commanded that 
sexual intercourse take place only between a 
lawfully married husband and wife; there are no 
exceptions. I tell them that to me being morally 
clean means that a woman does not cause herself 
or anyone else, male or female, to become 
sexually stimulated or does not allow anyone to 
sexually stimulate her other than in a marriage 
relationship. 


I also teach them about repentance, if there 
should be any transgressions, but I try to 
emphasize that following the Lord's commandments 
about procreation leads to happiness. 
Procreative acts are evil only when the 
commandments are broken. Sex is sacred and is 
an important part of the divine celestial plan. 
I also plan to give them a good book such as 
Lindsay Curtis' And They Shall Be One Flesh 
just before they are married. 


There is always the possibility that my 
daughters will not marry in this life. In my 
opinion, that would be a difficult challenge for 
them to face; however, I believe that these 
guidelines still apply if true happiness is to 
be achieved. (That is another aspect of human 
sexuality that might be a good question for a 
future "Sisters Speak" column.) 


Of course it isn't all black and white. Even 
after marriage difficult decisions must be made. 
One still needs to practice careful control to 
keep this experience bright and beautiful. Any 
time an experience becomes too heavy, a lighter 
touch is needed. We are entitled to personal 
revelation about these things, and we will get 
it if we earnestly seek it and are worthy to 
receive it. 


From my own experience, I am eonvinced that 
those who follow the Church guidelines about 
chastity and fidelity are bountifully rewarded. 
They are the ones who truly enjoy the sex 
relationship to the fullest; they are the ones 
who have no feelings of guilt to get in the way 
of their enjoyment because they have no reason 
to feel guilty. 


a 
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There is a two-fold purpose in my writing to 
the "Sisters Speak" column. One is to address a 
word or two to the women who long for sexual 
fulfillment, whether they are married or single; 
and the other is to respond to the concerns of 
Cornella Novak about the effects of cultural 
taboos within the Church. 


I sense in the articles of your past issue-- 
written by single women bravely committed 
to staying chaste in an unchaste world, and even 
in the description of the youngish wife who was 
depressed partially because of a lack of 
satisfying sex in her marriage--the feeling 
that somehow there exists the expectation that 
marriage to a good man who treats his wife with 
wisdom and gentleness will automatically and 
almost immediately eradicate any previously 
experienced sexual frustrations and that 
complete fulfillment will be the experience of 
those fortunate few who marry someone who is 
both righteous and stable. Perhaps it is that 
expectation that makes waiting (often into the 
next life) so very difficult and depression so 
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common among those who seem to have the right 
circumstances and are not getting what they 
hoped for. 


From medium-long experience I know that 
sexuality is indeed the gift of a loving Father 
who wants us not only to use it but to enjoy it 
within His bounds. Sex reflects what is going 
on everywhere else in the marriage. It can go 
well when other things are going well and be 
very flat when subjected to the stresses of 
illness, economic concerns, worries about 
children, exhaustion, extended family pressures, 
fears of or hopes for pregnancy, and 
overcommitment to work or Church callings. 
These things are part of mortality for every 
married couple every day. No wonder one of our 
greatest challenges is to find and learn to be 
rewarded by the seemingly boundless 
possibilities for pleasure, joy, and communion 
that are inherent in good sex. 


It has been a long time since I read it, but 
the minister Charlie Shedd in his book Letters to 
Philip includes a chapter on waiting and working 
for good sex that is well worth assimilating. I 
remember that it stresses how much time, 
sacrifice, love, patience, and understanding go 
into the achievement of a wonderful sex life, 
and I faintly recall that he says that twenty 
years often marks a point of success for 
couples. It is comforting to know that if 
things are not as they could be at ten or 
fifteen or even twenty-five years, there is still 
time and space to solve and to grow. Twenty 
years is a long time, but the results of the 
work and time are, oh, so worthwhile. 


To all these sisters, married and single, I 
would say that it is out there, now or in the 
hereafter, and it is meant to be sought and 
savored. Our family is all here--I have had a 
tubal ligation (I will add parenthetically that 
it is possible to have full approval for this)-- 
and our physical life has never been better. As 
my husband and I open more doors and grow 
closer, we sense that we are just beginning to 
find what has been there all along. Like 
closeness to the Lord, deep spirituality, and 
intellectual acuteness, sex takes work and care 
and patience and all the other time-honored 
virtues we struggle to make part of our 
characters from day to day. Always, in our own 
lives, it will reflect our problems as we go on 
through the future years, but we know that now. 
Therefore we no longer despair or feel worried 
about temporary distances or the effects of 
stress because we know what is waiting there for 
our return. Working together we can find a 
physical relationship that will help compensate 
for all the difficult things associated with 
struggling to raise and support a family. 


Inside and outside of the Church, the quality 
of sex is dependent on the quality of sexual 
education and communication of the couple--on 
their willingness to search out answers from any 
number of good sources. People cling to super-~ 
stitions out of default and fear. We cannot 
blame the Church for the fact that all truths 
are not available over the pulpit nor for the 
fact that some tragic things are taught in error 
(and usually in secret) by people who mean well. 
I, too, like Cornelia, know people who have had 
desperately unhappy sex lives that they could 
try, if they would, to blame on Mormon culture. 
The truth is that we need to encourage each 
other to seek, study, pray, converse, and prove 
all things to ourselves. We need not be afraid 
to ask and to learn, and to hold fast to that 
which is good because the Spirit will tell us 
that it is good, no matter what its source. It 
would be a mistake to try to redesign the Church 
so that it spoon-feeds everything to its men- 
bers. That would destroy the joy of agency, the 
challenge of searching, the deep satisfaction of 
waiting, finding, experimenting, discovering, 
sharing. The Church has never discouraged or 
prohibited thinking and growing toward perfec- 
tion in any area, this one included. If we draw 
close to our Heavenly Father and seek His help 
to sort out the answers, to ignore the well- 
meaning people who misrepresent His intentions 
for us, and to perfect our fumblings, we can and 
will find hidden treasures of knowledge. 


My only suggestion is that we teach one 
another and our young people that this gift is 
part of the plan. It is there to be used for 
much more than procreation, and if we contain 
ourselves for however long may be necessary, 
even if it is a lifetime, we can be blessed 
through physical union beyond our greatest 
expectations. 


My mother did not say much, but she did say 
that we would be happier if we waited. She was 


right, and I was fortunate not to have to wait a 
lifetime. But I still have to wait, sometimes, 
and be patient, because good sex is hard to 
achieve. 


————$_ 
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I was raised in the Church and had its moral 
standards inculeated in me through years of MIA 
lessons and Standard Nights. It was clearly, 
albeit subtly, made known to me that my body 
and its burgeoning sexuality were off-limits to 
everyone, including myself. My sexual thoughts 
and desires were to be locked tightly away until 
my wedding night when, released magically by a 
marriage license, they would fly out and fill my 
life with legal passion. As a result of these 
teachings I either ignored or repressed my 
sexuality, never touching my body or exploring 
ny feelings. I also created a major dichotomy 
in myself: Me, which was my spirit and 
personality, and It, which was my sexual body. 


I developed an outgoing personality that made 
me popular with boys in high school and college; 
however, I had to be sure they liked me for Me, 
not It. The true Me had little to do with It, 
so the boys who loved me had to prove their love 
by eschewing all sexual expression beyond 
kisses. They did, and I felt I was being 
successful by adhering to Church standards. 


Following the cultural norm, I married in the 
temple at the end of my junior year. Made even 
more fearful of sexuality by my attraction to my 
fiance, I carefully controlled our physical 
contact during our courtship, confident that our 
marriage would provide us with the necessary 
release. Much to my surprise and dismay, it 
didn't. The rift between Me and It was too 
great; suddenly here was a man who was 
interested in and demanding It--did that mean he 
didn't love Me? 


Intellectually I knew I was being illogical, 
but the years of sublimating my sexuality and 
separating it from my self-identity had created 
barriers too high to be broken dowh. In 
addition, my complete ignorance of my sexual 
self and body made it impossible for me to 
explain to my husband what might give me 
pleasure. He, too, was ignorant of female 
sexuality and was baffled and hurt by my 
unresponsiveness. So we slipped into a regular 
but unsatisfying sexual routine, with me 
counting the cracks on the ceiling and planning 
the next day's menus. I tried to convince 
myself that only my husband's sexual satisfaction 
was important, that my graduate degree and 
career could compensate for my lack. After all, 
a woman wasn't a very sexual being anyway, was 
she? 


Our marriage deteriorated over the years for 
various reasons, sexual dissatisfaction being 
one. Though I refused to acknowledge it, my 
inability to enjoy sex or appreciate my own 
sexuality caused serious discord in our 
relationship and considerable unhappiness in 
myself. I still felt that a woman's sexuality 
was secondary to a man's and tertiary to other 
factors in her life: home and children or, in 
my case, friends and career. I failed to 
realize that healthy sexual experiences were 
essential to a person's well-being, for women as 
well as men, 


Our marriage ended shortly after our tenth 
anniversary, and I found myself free to 
establish relationships with other men, I was, 
however, fearful at the prospect; I was unsure 
of my identity as a woman, seeing myself not 
only as being childless but incapable of 
enjoying sex as well. I needed a man capable of 
reassuring me of my worth; through luck or 
blessing, I found him. Not being LDS, he didn't 
comprehend my religious injunction against sex, 
but he perceived my fear and confusion, During 
our year-long relationship, he lovingly helped me 
to heal my internal rift: Me and It gradually 
became I. I developed into a confident woman, 
comfortable with all aspects of my personality-- 
intellectual, spiritual, and physical. I no 
longer hated my body nor ignored my sexuality 
but recognized them as important, integral parts 
of myself. The resulting peace and joy changed 
my life irrevocably for the better. After 
considerable soul searching, I decided that the 
Church and its standards represented the correct 
lifestyle for me, and I am now a member in good 
standing, holding a temple recommend. I 
recognize the need for chastity, but I also 
recognize the need for sensuality, for 
appreciation of one's sexuality. I know that 
the Lord never intended for us to fear or hate 
our sexuality; it is as integral to our 
existence as our minds and spirits, As 


religious women, we should know that the Lord 
created all things for a purpose, and the 

purpose of our powerful sexuality is not just 
for procreation; if it were, it would be given 
only to men because a woman's sexual drive is 


not needed for conception. We should rejoice in 
our sexuality, using it wisely but with joy and 

thanksgiving. It is part of the glory of being 

a woman. 








I think the essential prerequisite for good 
sex is good communication about sex. I know it 
can be embarrassing. I used to think my sexual 
thoughts were dirty, and I was afraid my husband 
would judge me and not like me for having them. 
But he does like me and has similar thoughts, 
too. 


My sister has seven children and sometimes 
cries at night after sex when her husband is 
asleep because she is frustrated. She's too 
embarrassed to say that she also wants to be 
turned on, too embarrassed to tell him what 
feels good. Very few women have orgasms from 
intercourse alone. We need much more in our 
lovemaking, and most of our husbands would 
absolutely love much more too. 


In our sexual relationship my husband and I 
started sharing our ideas and fantasies and 
trying new things, more than once. Now we 
experiment in an atmosphere of fun and celebra- 
tion of our bodies and our love. We talk to 
each other about what feels good and what 
doesn't. 


I think that our bodies are made to work and 
they all can, but we have to create our own 
experience. If you let your embarrassment stop 
you, when will you ever have a great time with 
sex? What other chance will you have? Go ahead 
and tell your husband that you're embarrassed 
and then tell him the rest. Turn the lights out 
at first. It's more comfortable to be embar- 
rassed in the dark. Go for it. It's your life. 








The Summer 1983 "Sisters Speak" column was 
suggested to us by these notes from a 
"Retrenchment" meeting of November 23, 1872: 


Mrs. Hampton said We are greatly blessed in 
having a woman's paper in our midst. It 
ought to be sustained by us. (Much of the 
meeting had been spent encouraging women to 
support the paper, lest it "go down."] I 
take great delight in reading the paper. I 
would like to see the sisters write if prac- 
ticable a synopsis of their first experience 
in the Church. It gives me pleasure to read 
or hear it related. 


We would like you to share the experiences 
that you have had teaching the gospel to your 
friends and associates or learning about it for 
the first time. Not long ago President Spencer 
W. Kimball challenged women to prepare them- 
selves for exciting experiences doing missionary 
work among the women of the world who are 
waiting to hear the gospel message. He promised 
the women of the Church great success in their 
future missionary efforts. 


Sisters, share with us the experiences that 
you have had as a result of that challenge and 
promise. Surely there must be many of you who 
have had special things happen in your life when 
you endeavored to teach other women the gospel. 
Feel free to share your successes and joys, as 
well as any frustrations or disappointments you 
may have had. Also, have you any advice or 
inspiration for the rest of us that results from 
what has happened to you? 


And convert sisters, let us hear from you. 
What experiences have brought you into the 
Church? What are the problems and joys of your 
membership? Are there special changes in your 
life that you wish others to understand? 


The deadline for this column is June 15, 
1983. 


ERRATA 


Our apologies to Marybeth Raynes and Martha 
Pierce for spelling their names incorrectly in 
our last issue, and our thanks to them both for - 
their significant contributions to the paper. 
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The third day after Christmas a year ago 
promised to be a peaceful day. The big holiday 
was over, and we were relieved that it had been 
as pleasant as it had. During the preceding two 
months, the presence in our home of two small 
foster children in addition to our own three had 
proved an exhausting experience both physically 
and emotionally. In the midst of it all, I had 
reached my fortieth birthday, feeling that 
life's stages were somehow out of sequence as I 
had gazed around me at a sea of preschool 
clutter. 


That Monday after Christmas, I roused myself 
early enough to see my husband off to work and 
to wake my son Danny, whose Primary teacher was 
taking his class to breakfast. Then, counting 
on the younger children to sleep in, I climbed 
gratefully back into bed in the yellow flannel 
nightgown that had been a Christmas present from 
my family. 


I had just settled under the quilt when I 
heard a knock on the door downstairs. Assuming 
it was the Primary teacher, I listened for Danny 
to answer and leave. Instead, I heard a man's 
voice asking for “your mother." A moment later, 
Danny came into the bedroom to tell me that a 
man from our local gas station wanted to see me. 
Since our car was parked as usual in our 
driveway, I was unable to imagine any possible 
reason for this intrusion at 7:30 in the 
morning. I pulled on my robe and went down the 
stairs with no other emotion than irritation 
that anyone would deprive me of much-wanted 
rest. 


Below, the Christmas tree stood with its 
usual motley but beloved array of ornaments 
pine boughs and half-burned candles decorated 
the mantle where one or two stockings still 
bulged with oranges left behind in preference to 
candy; the carved figures in our small nativity 
scene looked out over a quiet house. Everything 
was as it had been the night before. In 
retrospect, it seems strange that there was 
nothing at all to warn me--no premonition of 
danger, no suspenseful background music, movie- 
style, as I descended the staircase. 


Just inside the front door--which was closed, 
though I took no note of this at first--stood a 
large man whom I recognized as a silent, rather 
inconspicuous employee of the gas station we 
usually patronized. He told me he had come to 
inform me that someone had let the air out of 
our car's rear tires. I went to the window, but 
could not see the rear of the car from where I 
stood. The man asked if my husband were home. 

I replied that he had left. Because he made no 
offer to help, I thanked him and waited for him 
to leave. He did not. Finally sensing that 
something was wrong, I asked him what he wanted. 
A brief hope that he would ask for money crossed 
my mind. 


Seconds later, I was fighting with badly cut 
hands and all my wits for my life. 


Having never discussed the possibility of 
rape with anyone nor having ever read anything 
concerning self-defense once an attack was in 
progress, I did not know what to do. I had 
little time to think. Even now it is hard for 
me to estimate how long I was in contact with my 
assailant, though it could not have been long. 


I resisted physically, grasping the wrist of 
the hand that held the knife he had drawn from 
his belt, but I knew that I had no chance of 
prevailing by means of physical strength. The 
man was much larger than I, and we were inside a 
closed house, with no place to run and no other 
adult within hearing range. 


Instinctively, perhaps, but I believe with 
prompting from beyond myself, I began to talk. 
My first appeal was to the attacker's self- 
interest: "I can identify you. You could go to 
prison for the rest of your life.” 


It didn't work. He did not care, he 
responded, about what happened to him. No one 
loved him. I realized later that my first 
remarks could only have come across to him as a 
threat, and might have given him additional 


motivation to kill me, whether or not I had 
submitted to rape. 


My next appeal could have proved an even 
greater mistake, and it is almost more than I 
can do to write about it even now. From the 
beginning, I had called out repeatedly to my 
nine-year-old Danny, knowing he was the only 
other person within hearing range old enough to 
call for help. (Even at the time I was grateful 
that my twelve-year-old daughter had spent the 
night with a friend.) Danny had not answered 
me, and I was not sure whether he was still in 
the house. 


Now I pleaded with the attacker not to harm 
me because of the little children upstairs. I 
was wrong to call his attention to them. He 
ordered me to bring them down. To this day, I 
do not know whether he simply wanted to be sure 
that they would not call for help, or whether, 
in his sick mind, he actually wanted them to see 
what he was going to do. At the time, I only 
knew that nothing on earth could make me carry 
out that order. Until then, the possibility of 
submission to save my life had been in my mind, 
and I will defend any woman who chooses that 
course against critics, male or female, who have 
never been where she has been. From the moment, 
however, when there was a threat posed to my 
children, either physical or psychological, I 
knew that I would neither submit nor involve 
them. I really believe I would have died first. 
I was wounded already. How much worse could 
another well-placed wound be than the scenario 
the intruder seemed to be proposing? But I did 
not want to die, and so I continued to talk 
despite his threats to kill me if I continued to 
resist. 


At last, when things were desperate, I found 
the way to reach him. 


"You need help," I said. “There are people 
who can help you. I need help, too, and if you 
will only leave, I will get help for both of 
us." Incredibly he began to relax and back off. 
I kept up this line of talk, moving slowly with 
him toward the door. Finally, after getting me 
to promise I would not call the police, he 
opened the door and went out. I fell against 
the door and locked it, wondering why my right 
hand could not seem to turn the locks, but 
managing to do it with my left. The next 
moment, Danny appeared at the top of the stairs 
and told me he had called the police. I 
remembered how he had learned, for a Cub Scout 
badge, how to call for help in an emergency. 
Together, we summoned a neighbor and an 
ambulance. The police and the ambulance arrived 
together, and a few minutes later, I was looking 
from a moving stretcher up past the tops of our 
tall, leafless trees, and I knew that I had 
experienced both a horror and a miracle. 


A half hour later, I lay in a hospital 
emergency room. Both hands had been badly cut, 
but I was alive, my children were unharmed, and 
I had been able to persuade the man to leave 
rather than commit the act for which he came to 
my home. I knew that I was very fortunate, even 
as I looked at the blood-soaked bandages wrapped 
around my hands and thought of the piano that 
had been a necessary part of my life for 
thirty-five years. Surely, I thought, cuts can 
be repaired. My greatest fear then, a la 
Roosevelt, was fear itself. I would be afraid, 
I thought, for a long time. 


Now, a year later, I am still afraid at 
times. I am still angry at times. But to a far 
greater extent, the gratitude and hope of that 
first hour have predominated. I have been the 
recipient of a wonderful outpouring of love and 
concern and help, both practical and emotional, 
from family and friends. Because of this, I 
have been able without special counseling to 
keep my fear within reasonable bounds and return 
to normal living. Although my injured fingers 
still lack sensation and normal flexibility, I 
can write, type, and play the piano almost as 
well as I used to. 


And yet my life is not the same as it was, 
and never can be. There is a large difference 
between feeling, as most of us do, that such 
things happen only in newspapers, and knowing 


Exponent II 








from personal experience that, despite 
precautions, they can happen to us. Because I 
have come to that knowledge and because I was 
auch more fortunate than many women who have 
been victims, I feel an obligation to share what 
I may have learned with other women. In 
particular, I know that we must not and should 
not shield our daughters from knowledge they 
need to have to protect themselves. 


Most obvious, of course, are the preventive 
measures my husband and I might have taken. We 
had taught our children not to consort with 
strangers when away from home. We had not said 
much about letting people into our home. Now we 
are more cautious in our home than we were. 
Although we have tried not to create an 
atmosphere of fear, I see on my children's faces 
the same thing I am feeling when an unexpected 
knock comes at the door, and I know that they 
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have not forgotten. We do not open the door to 
unexpected, unfamiliar callers, innocent though 
Most of them undoubtedly are. We lock our door 
when we go out, concerned less about theft 
itself than we are about possible consequences 
to us if we were to arrive home and surprise a 
thief in the house. Doors are usually shut and 
often locked when I am at home, and when the 
children are alone, under the care of our 
oldest, the doors are always locked. The 
children know that they are not to let 
unfamiliar telephone callers know they are 
alone. 
















I also learned, when confronted by an attack, 
to summon every resource that was in me. I urge 
Other women who find themselves in simi’ r 
Situations to keep their heads and use their 
tongues. Submission may in the end prove the 


thy 


! am still afraid at times. | am still angry at 
times. But to a far greater extent, the gratitude 
and hope of that first hour have predominated. 


only recourse, but unfortunately submission is 
no guarantee against murder. 


Help after the attack came to me immediately, 
and in many forms, from my family and from many 
wonderful women. When I returned home from the 
hospital, stunned and afraid to enter the home IL 
had loved and where I had almost died that 
morning, I found beside my bed a beautiful 
bouquet of flowers. A note attached by our 
Relief Society president read simply, “There is 
beauty all around.” A more needed or timely 
reminder never was. 


Help came from both Mormon and non-Mormon 
friends. Neighbors and friends with whom I had 
never discussed religion came to help and told 
me they were praying for me. One friend told me 
of the assurance she had felt, during prayer, 
that I would be able to play the piano 
again--this at a time when I felt no such 
assurance myself. My wonderful neighbor across 
the street took my children that day, fed and 
cared for them, and blessed them with her calm, 
wise, and loving competence. I know, though 
they have never told me, that it was she and one 
of my closest friends in my ward who washed the 
blood from the walls and floor and made it 
possible for our children to come home again. 
She continued to come or call daily to see what 
was needed. 


Such things were a spiritual lifeline to me 
in the days and weeks that followed my injury. 
They gave me something good and beautiful to 
focus on when my mind turned again and again to 
the horror of the moment when I first realized 
what I faced. That strength--that affirmation 
of goodness in the world--is the greatest gift 
that can be given to a person who has had a 
jarring confrontation with evil. 


Soon after my injury, another LDS woman from 
a neighboring ward came to share a similar 
experience. She seemed to be suffering 
psychologically more than I was, partly because 
she had kept the experience to herself. She had 
deprived herself of the consoling strength of 
her sisters during the crucial period 
immediately following the attack. 


I also learned what does not help when one is 
passing through a crisis. Benign neglect does 
not help, especially when followed later with 
lame apologies. Some friends, meeting me weeks 
or months later, assured me they had “been 
thinking" of me, but hadn't wanted to “bother” 
me. I wondered whether it would have bothered 
them to know someone loved them during a hard 
time. Probing questions did not help. I 
welcomed manifestations of interest and concern, 
but not inquisition. I was fearful at first 
that I would be expected to recount all the 
grisly details to each woman who came to help me 
at home. Almost all of them showed great tact, 
offering only love, help, and pleasant 
conversation. From a few who were less tactful, 
I learned something about helping a friend in 
any difficult situation--to make myself 
available and my concern known, but to leave it 
to her to decide in how much detail she wants to 
talk about her problem. 


I also found one type of attempt at comfort 
to be not very helpful--a sort of “I can top 
that" approach. During the time I was grieving 
over my hands and worrying about what potential 
lay underneath the cast and bandages, it did not 
help particularly to be counseled to be grateful 
I was alive, or to be told of someone's cousin's 
loss of an arm or leg. I was grateful to be 
alive and not more seriously injured; I knew I 
was vastly more fortunate than many other 
people. However, at the time I suppose I needed 
friends who were willing to “mourn with those 
who mourn,” not to offer counsel that made me 
feel guilty or selfish for grieving. 


Finally, I learned from this experience how 
important it is that such crimes be reported. 
This may seem obvious, but it is not. Because 
of my injuries and because I felt no 
responsibility for the crime against me, I did 
not hesitate to report the attempted rape. 
However, many rapes and attempted rapes go 
unreported because the victim is ashamed and 
afraid of being questioned, harrassed, and made 


to feel that she is at least partly to blame for 
the crime against her. How much of this fear is 
justified by the attitudes of judges, doctors, 
law enforcement officers and crisis counselors I 
cannot say, but one does not have to look far to 
find evidence of such attitudes. I encountered 
such an attitude only once, when a young doctor 
in the emergency room chose that time and place 
to suggest that I might unintentionally have 
encouraged my assailant by being friendly to him 
when I patronized the place where he worked. I 
set the good doctor straight very quickly, and a 
friend who knew him later reported to me that he 
had told his wife it was the first time he had 
felt sorry for a rape victim. 


This fear of being blamed and misjudged may 
be especially strong among LDS women, thanks to 
the perpetuation of a myth started by some 
well-meaning brother that it would be better for 
a woman to lose her life than her chastity. 
This, of course, is nonsense, and I believe 
anyone subscribing to the idea would have a 
radical and sudden change of viewpoint if 
threatened at knife point. Such a myth leaves a 
woman who has survived a rape attack with a 
terrible burden of unjustified guilt, in 
addition to the memory of the violence done to 
her. A woman who submits to rape in order to 
save and continue her life is not “losing” or 
“giving up" anything; she is being forced to 
submit to someone else's hostile, criminal act. 
Surely no one would claim that a man robbed at 
gunpoint is guilty of having “lost” either his 
wallet or his virtue. I was extremely relieved 
to find the “better to die” myth mercifully 
absent from the 1981 Ensign article on rape. 
The approach was instead, as it should be, that 
a human life is precious, certainly no less so 
for having survived a terrible experience. 


I will never be sure whether it was a similar 
attitude, embarrassment, or a desire to preserve 
my privacy that prevented most of my male 
friends from offering me words and gestures of 
concern as women did so generously. Among the 
members of my ward, where we had lived and 
served actively for six years and had many 
friends, only two men expressed their concern 
directly to me. I can only conclude that the 
others did not know how to approach the 
situation. 


To the extent that judgmental attitudes do 
exist, it is the responsibility of every woman 
who is an innocent victim of sexual crime to do 
her part to bring about change by having the 
courage to see the process of justice through to 
the end. I have been shocked to hear 
intelligent, responsible women tell me that, if 
attacked, they would submit to rape and never 
report it because they could not face the 
questioning that would follow. I could not live 
with myself knowing that my assailant would 
probably have other victims because I had let 
his crime go unreported. 


I do not expect to be questioned at a trial 
in such a way as to cast blame on me, but if 
such a line of questioning should arise, I am 
determined not to be intimidated by it. 

Although I dread having to relive the experience 
in a courtroom in the presence of someone I am 
terrified of seeing again, I feel that a woman 
has a solemn obligation to report the truth as 
she knows it, to endure whatever humiliation she 
may feel in the process, and to do her part to 
educate those who may have misunderstandings 
about rape--especially men, who cannot 
experience a woman's vulnerability to this kind 
of crime. 


Any dramatic experience leaves one different 
in some way. It also motivates introspection 
and evaluation. No day has passed this year 
that I have not thought of what happened, though 
I no longer dwell on it. It is time for me to 
see that the memory of it does not become a 
morbid concentration on what is past, but an 
incentive for something beneficial. If there is 
anything in my experience that can help other 
women avoid or survive similar horror and to 
strengthen each other, perhaps it has some 
redeeming value after all. 


Margaret R. Munk 
Silver Spring, Maryland 


I didn't have anything specific I wanted to 
tell you--just wanted to talk. It seems I can't 
sleep a lot lately. I've got so much on my mind 
that as soon as deep sleep is over, I wake up 
for any little thing and toss and turn for a 
long time. I guess I'm worried about too many 
things. For instance: 


1) We've got to get the house closed against 
the cold weather soon, and there's so much to 
do. 


2) I've still got school clothes to sew. 
I start sewing something, and I don't seem to 
have time to finish it. 


3) There's still canning to do. My empty 
bottles are telling me I've not got my food 
storage. I wanted to do one more flat of 
strawberry jam, but when I went back to the 
store, their sale was’ off. Why can something be 
$5.00 one day and $9.00 e next? 


4) It's the end of the month. There are a 
lot of bargains at the store because of the 
strike, and I'm poor. 


5) Dax is bored at school. I need to find 
out if it's because school is just starting with 
its usual review of the previous year, or if 
it's because he really did learn all this in 
pre-Kindergarten last year. Did I make a 
mistake in keeping him back? Is he emotionally 
ready to be jumped to first grade? How would 
Aubrey take having her brother jumped ahead? 
Would it give Dax some much-needed confidence in 
himself? 


Why can't I be a spiritual woman who has her 
prayers answered as easily as others seem to be! 
I feel I'm working and trying, too. 


I have been enjoying Exponent, but I have a 
question, and I guess that's what I wanted to 
talk to you about this morning. Why do I get a 
distinct feeling through a lot of the reading 
I've been doing that there seems to be a great 
push to have homemakers do more with themselves 
and their time than just be homemakers? I don't 
know where I'd find time to do more than I'm 
doing. People who make me feel guilty about my 
homemaking “career” seem to think I have a 
“cake” job which I'm not growing and learning 
in. 


My true feelings are that being a wife and 
mother is the most demanding job in the world 
for me. There are times I love it, and times 
I'd love to be a computer, have my memory 
erased, and just walk away. 


Let me give you an example of what I mean. 
Because our ward was having a yardsale to raise 
money for our assessment for the Denver temple, 
I spent all day last Wednesday in my kids' 
bedroom straightening, cleaning, and throwing 
some things away and bagging others for the yard 
sale. I avoid cleaning their room more than 
once or twice a year because the fact that they 
don't have places to put things depresses me. 
You can imagine what it looked like and how beat 
I was when I got through. Afterwards I sat down 
with the kids and said, “Doesn't this look nice? 
Please put your things away just like they are 
now, and there won't be any problems.” I've 
threatened for years to throw toys away that 
weren't put away, but have never followed 
through on that pronoucement. Two days later I 






walked into their room and snapped. I calmly 
picked all their toys up, put them in a pile, 
took them outside, and put them with all the 
yard sale things. 


Aubrey went berserk. She cried till she 
couldn't breathe, kicked, screamed, threw 
herself on the floor, came in the kitchen, got a 
knife, handed it to me, and told me to kill 
her--that I was doing the same thing by taking 
away her toys. She started packing a sackful of 
clothes to run away. I mean, she went the whole 
nine yards! Dax was pulling on Aubrey, 
screaming to her not to kill herself. Then 
Chaska got upset, and even though she's too 
young to understand, she began crying at the top 
of her her lungs too. If someone had filmed us, 
I'm sure we would have won an Oscar. We were 
wonderful. 


When things settled down, it was 10 o'clock. 
My little girl is seven years old. If she is 
not taught soon to control herself, talk about 
things, and put her feelings into words, then we 
are in for quite a few rough years ahead. 


What would you have done? I need help, and 
I'm not patient enough to wait for the Lord to 
tell me, “You have the skills. I've given you 
the materials--read them.” I want a small 
miracle now. I want a smooth-running home with 
happy, well-adjusted children. I'm so tired of 
fighting an uphill battle. There are times, 
although few, that I wonder why people have 
children. I guess it's because it happens to 
most of us before we really know what we're 
getting into, and then we can only do the best 
we can with what we've got. Thank heavens there 
are more good days than bad--but the bad take a 
few days to get over! 


To end my story: Aubrey and I worked out a 
system that allows her to work to buy back her 
toys and contribute the dollars to the yard 
sale. She was right; I was taking the things 
that were most dear to her heart--the ones she 
always plays with. Perhaps now there will be 
peace in the house again--at least until the 
next crisis comes along. 


You see what I mean about the challenges of 
staying at home? It's a lot more complicated 
than many people make it out to be. I doubt 
that engineering a company takeover could be 
any less difficult than trying to influence the 
characterers of my children. It's hard work, 
and I'm growing and learning constantly. 


Thanks for listening to me. I think I just 
needed to get a few things off my chest and feel 
some sisterly support. Write me--I miss you. 


Estelle Tietjen Lance 
Grand Junction, Colorado 


Editor's Note--This was a personal letter sent 
by Estelle to her sister Renee, who shared it 
with us. We thought it so worthwhile that we 
asked Estelle's permission to print it for 
all our readers. 
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My mother-in-law is an interesting challenge. 
It's not that I have to put up with a nosey, 
overprotective woman who tells me how to do her 
son's laundry. My challenge is that my 
mother-in-law is perfect. Of course Kent says 
his mother is perfect, but I admit it: She is. 


When Kent married me, he knew I didn't know 
how to sew and that I don't get too excited 
about doing laundry or washing dishes. But-- 
let's face it--Kent deluded himself into 
thinking I'd change. 


For a while I thought my accomplishments 
would compensate. After all, I can play the 
piano, write poetry, talk intelligently about 
economics and politics, and even draw and paint 
a little. Besides, I'm not a bad cook--when I 
get around to cooking. 


But then I found out a little more about 
Kent's mother. Not only does she intimidate me 
with her sewing (Kent is still wearing the 
three-piece suit she made him four years ago), 
but she keeps up with the laundry, washes the 
dishes after each meal (she has a dishwasher and 
I don't), plays the piano, is very intelligent, 
and painted several of the beautiful pictures 
hanging in her living room. She can decorate 
cakes, too, and I can't. All that, and she 
cooks big meals every day. I prepare a good 
dinner two or three times a week, using the fact 
that I work as an excuse for not spending more 
time in the kitchen. But she works too; she 
Tuns her own craft business, selling what she 
designs and sews. 


So what can I say? Should I admit defeat? 
Should I cut sleeping out of my daily agenda to 
keep up with her? L've had to come up with a 
solution, and I finally realized that I can't 
lose if I don't compete. 


What good will it do Kent if I spend all my 
time trying to be better than his mother? Even 
if I could manage to make our home a perfect 
little kingdom, I wouldn't be able to enjoy it 
with him. He'd have to go home to his mother 
for attention. 


The real question is this: Would I be worth 
any more if I could do everything better than 
Kent's mother? For that matter, is anybody 
worth more than another person because she's 
more talented or educated or accomplished? 
Product peddlars try to convince us that we 
deserve love only if our breath is fresh, our 
jogging shoes have the right brand name on them, 
and our gray hair is tinted. But, seriously, 
does anyone love you because of your jogging 
shoes? Do the people who really love you love 
you because of anything? 


Maybe I deserve my husband's love for no 
reason at all. Maybe Kent married me just 
because I'm me--even if I only cook three good 
meals a week. If I really believe that I'm 
worthy of his love already and that I don't have 
to earn it, I can relax and enjoy having a 
perfect mother-in-law. And maybe someday, just 
for fun, I'll get her to teach me how to sew. 


Linda Renae Nuttall 
Provo, Utah 


I think about it every Sunday morning. About 
how I feel--guilty. For some reason, every 


Sunday morning I feel it the most--or the worst. 


Take this morning, for example. I got break- 
fast on the table. It wasn't what my family 
would really like. It was cracked wheat cereal 
--home ground, of course, with reconstituted dry 
skim milk (dry because it's cheaper and skim 
because it's non-cholesterol). My family won't 
like it because it's good for them. I will 
throw most of it away. And I will feel guilt 
when I do because I didn't turn it into fried 
mush for Monday morning the way the Utah State 
Extension Service says to, but my family 
wouldn't eat that, either, and it just delays 
the guilt for a day. 


But then I think of how much more guilty I 
would feel if I fixed what they really wanted-- 
scones made from white flour and sugar and salt 
and fried in fat, served with vein-clogging real 
butter, cancer-causing bacon, and omelets made 
of all those eggs that you're only supposed to 
have two of a week. 


I feel guilty today because we didn't have 
family scripture reading as described in the 
Ensign, followed by family prayer on our knees 
and breakfast discussing spiritual topics. 
Instead, the family ate breakfast one by one-- 
those who did eat--after which came an agreement 
about how much they didn't like the food and an 
argument about who used all the hot water. 


After breakfast, I cleared the dishes, set 
the dining table for dinner, and got the deer 
roast in the oven. My family doesn't like deer 
roast and, frankly, neither do I, but I would 
feel guilty not using the venison up before the 
next deer hunt. I serve lots of vegetables even 
though they don't eat them; it makes me feel 
better because I did my part. 


Next I got my Primary lesson ready. I felt 
guilty that it wasn't prepared days‘ago with 
visual aids and treats and a centerpiece. I 
take my Bible to church, but I don't want to 
open it because the pages are still stuck 
together and there is no red underlining. I 
feel guilty because we're late again--this time 
because there's no hot water and one child can't 
get ready when her sister is hogging the bath- 
room. One of them puts on her shoes in the car, 
another fastens a belt in the church parking 
lot, and still another combs his hair in the 
foyer. 


When it comes to clothing for the children, I 
can't win. I would like the girls to wear the 
homemade clothes I have cleverly fashioned from 
Deseret Industries castaways, but none of their 
friends do and they claim they would be out- 
casts. I would rather say to my neighbors, "Oh 
yes, I make all my daughters’ clothes," but they 
want to be able to say to their friends, "We 
paid full price at such-and-such a store.” 


When we go to ward outings, I want to lay out 


fresh whole wheat bread baked with my own hands, 


homemade potato salad, carrots, celery, raw 
cauliflower and broccoli, and fresh fruit, and 
have all the mothers say, “How wonderful you 
are.” My children want Colonel Sanders’ 
chicken, potato chips, soda pop, Twinkies, and 
Oreos, and have to all their friends say, “How 
lucky you are.” 


The other day a college friend stopped me at 
the grocery store and asked, “And what are you 
doing these days?” 


“As little as possible,” I answered. 
She persisted, "Really, what are you doing?” 


And I said, “Oh, you know, the floors, the 
dishes, sometimes the laundry.” 


She continued, “Oh, come on, now. So-and-so 
has written a book and such~and-such is a 
fashion coordinator. I'm working on an advanced 
degree. What are you doing with your life?" 


Then I think of how guilty I would feel if I 
were doing any of those things. But now my 
friend is making me feel guilty for not. I grew 
up thinking that the really virtuous woman was 
the one who shunned a career and devoted herself 
solely to house and family. But I don't see 
anyone getting an award for not having left the 
kitchen during the past 40 years. Either way, I 
feel guilty. 


Ruth Dickson 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
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of the Year 


My chances of becoming “Mother of the Year” 
are about as good as my receiving a thank-you 
note from my son for tying him in the barber's 
chair to get a haircut. I admit that envy turns 
me pale green as a few select women are honored 
for their excellence. - Nevertheless, I applaud 
their achievements. What else can I do without 
seeming to be a poor sport? 


So what are the rest of us doing behind the 
scenes? I can't speak for others, but I'm 
running around in a housecoat with safety pins 
where buttons used to be; trying to get dressed; 
yelling, "Turndown that stereo!" as I remove 
bubble gum from a size four head of hair; 
throwing dirty laundry everywhere as I look for 
pants that Junior wore two days ago containing a 
note that needs my signature. I'm followed 
around by pre~schoolers--I think only three of 
them are mine--who ask questions like, "Why are 
crackers called crackers?" "Is thunder angry?” 
and “How do potato bugs have babies?” 


Hard as it is to accept, some moms graduate 
earlier than others with their Master's in the 
Art of Excellence. I'm still struggling with 
Motherhood 101. For me, excellence is over the 
river and through the woods, and I only have one 
roller skate to get me there. 


It's easy, sometimes too easy, for me to 
slump in the shadow of the personal successes of 
others. That isn't their fault; it's mine. 
There is wisdom in the statement, “Those who 
step to a different beat are merely listening to 
another drummer.” Gail Sheehy says, “Would that 
there were an award for people who come to 
understand the concept of enough. Good enough. 
Successful enough. Thin enough. When you have 
self-respect, you have enough.” 


Maybe I do spend too much time clipping 
coupons that are never taken to the supermarket 
or daydreaming about having a maid or about what 
it will be like when there are no more diapers 
to fold. I don't always say the right words or 
use techniques learned in creative discipline 
class. But a scratched elbow never goes 
unkissed or an effort unnoticed, and when the 
occasion arises, I give lullaby recitals at 2:00 
A.M. for a sick child. 


Motherhood isn't only dealing directly with 
children. It's learning to cope with finger- 
prints, socks that don't match, and missing 
packages of jello. Frustration is as inevitable 
as spilt milk on a newly waxed floor. At the 
end of one of those days, my hair looks like 
it's in pain, my nerves are brittle enough to 
use for kindling, and silence is welcome. 


The soft fluffy bubbles in my tub pop against 
my skin and smell like cherry lifesavers. Lying 
there, I realize that the “Mother of the Year” 
and I have something in common: offspring. 
Because the award that she receives calls 
attention to the fact that motherhood is alive 
and well, I'll continue on just short of the 
limelight, dusting the cookie jar for finger- 
prints and doing countless retakes--trying to 
teach Jimmy that his potty chair is not a hat. 


Perhaps my awards are spontaneous and 
private, like when a seventeen-year-old arm 
wraps around me and my son says, “Me and the 
guys saw you out joggin' today. You looked a 
little like Dad's '47 Chevy on a cold morning, 
but I was real proud. You're all right, Mom.” 
Just possibly those are the more gratifying 
awards. 


Vicki Cottrell 
West Valley City, Utah 
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HIGHER EDUCATION MAY BE HAZARDOUS 


TO YOUR HEALTH 


“BYU has been belittled as a happy hunting 
ground for marriage. A school for would-be- 
Cinderellas running around with over-sized glass 
slippers, trying to pawn them off on scholarly 
unsuspecting Prince Charmings,” said Rodney 
Turner, BYU professor of Church history in a 
lecture entitled "Eve's Daughters and the Second 
Temptation.” 


“I defend the Cinderellas. BYU should be a 
happy hunting ground for worthy mates. The 
Prophet Joseph Smith said the reason the Saints 
gather is to build temples, and the highest 
ordinance in the temple is the sealing ordinance 
of man to woman,” Turner said. “Now as the 
Saints gather to be sealed, why is it wrong to 
gather at a place such as BYU which enhances the 
possibility of that sealing?” 


Turner said an “MRS.” degree will still be in 
demand when "this University and its degrees 
have been consumed in the fires of celestial 
glory. I can assure you when you stand at the 
gates of heaven, God will not ask you if you 
have a Ph.D. in physics.” 


He said that the minds of LDS women are 
becoming divided and accused the women's 
movement for the Mormon woman's discontent and 
confusion in defining her role. This view is 
also affecting the youth at BYU, he said. 


“There are too many trumpets blowing, and the 
result is an uncertain sound,” Turner said. 
“Women are told to get an education, and the 
leaders of the Church are quoted in support of 
this.” 


He said getting as much education_as possible 
is not the issue, but rather the words of the 
prophets being twisted into sounding as if they 
encourage women to pursue careers. 


“Now the purpose of an education for women, 
as I understand it, is to enable them to be 
better wives and mothers,” Turner said. “Not to 
justify career over motherhood. Not to justify 
the abandonment of women's primary calling, but 
to enhance her ability to do it better and 
therefore rejoice in it.” 


Turner said there is a “danger” in the 
emphasis placed on career-oriented education 
today. 


“The danger is that women are being educated 
in status positions, those with high psychologi- 
cal and economic return--like being a doctor, 
lawyer, or engineer, those fields that require 
training and extensive preparation,” Turner 
said. "The ultimate danger lies in the 
temptation to delay or even forego marriage; to 
limit your family size; or to turn the children 
over to surrogate [parents].” 


Turner also cited the danger of women viewing 
their degree as an asset to be exploited now, 
rather than holding it in reserve for later use 
when necessity, or freedom from home responsi- 
bilities and child care permit its use. 


"This danger indeed is already becoming a 
reality, even at BYU, as more and more women opt 
for careers and a delayed marriage,” Turner 
said. “Thus, the women are seeking the world 
first and the kingdom last.” 


He said that those women who seek to justify 
their educations as preparations for later life, 





they knew how black I was feeling, they wouldn't 
like me. Physically, I experienced fatigue and 
a general “run-down" feeling, and I wanted to 
eat myself into oblivion. 


I experienced enormous guilt, much of it 
self-imposed, because I was convinced that all 
my problems were somehow the result of a 
weakness in my character. I told myself, “If 
you were stronger, you could pull yourself out 
of this. You have so many blessings, why are 
you feeling this way?” During a fit of 
seemingly unprovoked anger when I would berate 
or humiliate a child, I often wondered if some 
evil spirit had gotton control of me. I felt 
remorse and confusion for myself, and anguish 
that those nearest to me were taking the brunt 
of my outbursts. At times my guilt turned to 
self-loathing. 


I put on an extraordinary performance for 
everyone outside of my own home. No one would 
have suspected the desperatiqn I often felt. My 


PMS CONTINUED 


and then delay their marriages to pursue 
careers, are selfishly drawn by the money to be 
made and the status to be had. 


“At the very least, when women do this there 
is an evident lack of faith and commitment on 
the part of those who choose to practice their 
profession rather than to practice their mother- 
hood,” he said. 


Turner singled out the women's movement as 
the cause for the confusion of today's LDS 
women, labeling it the “devil's women's move- 
ment,” and calling it a “perversion of God's 
goals for his daughters.” He said the feminist 
movement, and especially its fight to ratify the 
ERA, was the latest and most threatening effort 
of Satan's to disrupt the work of God. 


“Like so many deceptions, the women's 
movement at heart is right in principle, but 
wrong in practice,” Turner said. 


He said it's wrong because it is myopic, 
time-bound, and short-sighted. It doesn't 
prepare women for eternity. 


"It's whole concern is the here and now, the 
job now, the money now, the right to be the 
sexual expresser you choose to be. The whole 
conception is in terms of time,” Turner said. 
“It strips woman of her immortality.” 


In conclusion, Turner said that the home is 
the greatest mission field. That is, more souls 
are saved teaching children in an LDS home than 
non-members in the mission field. 


"It's true the sexes can imitate each other; 
they can do the same work. The question is, 
should they? Is the ability to do the right to 
do?” 


He directed the young women of the church by 
saying spiritual survival and not temporal 
success will be the issue in their lifetime. 


“Young sisters, please don't choose Gloria 
Steinem or Jane Fonda for your heroines. Follow 
Isaiah's counsel and look to Sarah, to Eve, to 
Mary, and to Camilla Kimball for your examples 
and blessings and ultimate glory.” 

Lisa Barlow 
Provo, Utah 


This article first appeared in the July 22, 
1982 edition of 7th East Press. Reprinted by 
permission. 


XLves AMughters 
A COMMENTARY 


I read the 7th East Press article on Rodney 
Turner's lecture with a great deal of interest-- 
and some disgust. Turner's point is well taken, 
and as a Mormon woman I feel the service I 
render to my family will be the most important I 
can undetake on earth. Marriage is an eternal 
state, while a career is temporal and finite. 
However, Turner oversimplifies, ignores much of 
what is really happening to women, and does not 
allow us to determine for ourselves when 
learning turns into selfishness. 


It is important that women at BYU do not 
"sell their birthright for a mess of pottage.” 
Yet at the same time, if coeds do not take their 
educations seriously and apply themselves to 


problems intensified because my pretension 
required so much energy that the reserves I 
needed just to cope were always depleted. 


I had several therapists who spent countless 
hours with me unraveling my scrambled emotions, 
exposing my hard-driving perfectionist 
personality to me, and sharpening my problem- 
solving skills. But the reasons for my intense 
depressions continued to elude us. Even anti- 
depressants provided only questionable relief. 


After years of dealing with the problem and 
going medically and psychologically from “pillar 
to post,” a pattern began to emerge. I knew 
that if the issue were purely one of behavior 
modification, I would have solved it by then- 
Instinctively, I felt that it must have some 
biological basis. Having recently had my son 
diagnosed as hyperactive, I reasoned that, 
because hyperactivity was believed to be an 
inherited brain-chemical deficiency, I, too, 
could be lacking something. A reputable 


their studies, they are setting a grim standard 
and inviting their male classmates to treat them 
with disrespect and derision. They are also 
wasting money! Women have many talents besides 
homemaking skills that they deserve the chance 
to develop. But because of speeches such as 
Turner's and “Cinderella” behavior by a few, the 
young woman who seriously works and competes 
with the men in her classes is treated as a 
“bluestocking” who will never marry. So goes 
the “BYU Catch-22.” 


The motto, "The Glory of God is Intelli- 
gence,” adorns BYU's admissions literature. As 
far as I know the scripture does not go on to 
say “except for women.” The woman who spends 
her time actually studying at any university is 
preparing herself for marriage much better than 
the woman whose only focus is finding a mate. 
Homemaking takes many skills, most of which are 
not developed in high school. The woman who 
learns to be a self-starter, budgets her time 
and increases her self-worth through university 
study takes much more into a marriage than a 
high-school graduate who can't see life past the 
temple. The college graduate is also less 
likely to accept just any offer of marriage 
because her self-worth is enhanced by the 
goal-setting and achievement that comes from 
study. 


While I was attending BYU, I found many young 
women who thought themselves failures because 
they were graduating without a diamond. I 
myself have encountered raised eyebrows and 
shocked gasps when I mentioned that I graduated 
from BYU and was still single. I know many 
capable, gifted, beautiful women who have 
withstood the same subtle discrimination. 
Evidently, some Latter-day Saint young men think 
that unless fashion and flirtation are a woman's 
main interests, she is unsuitable as a potential 
mate. This is a sad state of affairs for a 
religious people who teach principles such as 
partnership in Godhood and eternal families. 


Why, if a woman has the opportunity to get a 
Ph.D., should she be made to feel guilty and 
disapproved of? She can teach her children that 
women are important, that they have tremendous 
potential. 


Equal rights, including the expectation of 
equal treatment under the law and in society, 
begins in the home, where a woman's influence 
molds minds and souls. The mother whose 
interests encompass science, literature, 
politics, and the arts is much better prepared 
to teach her children the worth of their souls 
and the joys of this world! Her sons will seek 
educated, mature wives; her daughters will know 
the joys of growing and learning. 


Comments such as Turner's can be misconstrued 
and foster contempt for women and their 
potential. Turner may not have meant to 
encourage BYU coeds to make token studies in 
child development and family relations while 
actually focusing on manhunting, but he needs to 
realize that that is exactly what he did. In 
fact, many BYU professors and Church leaders 
should recognize the impact of their statements 
on young women and act more responsibly in their 
treatment of the marriage vs. career theme. 


BYU, or any other university, may very well 
be a happy hunting ground for matrimony, but it 
should first be an institution of learning for 
the dissemination of truth. There should be no 
sexual bias where learning is concerned. 


Cari Bilyeu Clark 
Provo, Utah 





psychiatrist agreed, saying that the thermostat 


regulating my moods was on the blink. I felt 
elated, ecstatic! But the medication he 
prescribed still didn't influence the cyclical 
problems. 


By now some publicity had been given to 
PMS--Premenstrual Syndrome. As I read the range 
of physical and emotional symptoms manifested 
in women with PMS, I knew I had struck a true 
chord. I had never been aware whether or not my 
symptoms fell into a predictable cycle, and I 
tried to be more observant. It seemed to me 
that PMS could fit my situation, but I had 
nothiug recorded. 


Almost by chance a therapist who was working 
with my son keyed in on the physical aspects of 
my problem. He sent me to yet another 
psychiatrist to try lithium, a drug helpful in 
correcting mood swings, and then to a reproduc~ 
tive endocrinologist at the University of Utah 
Medical Center who was doing research with PMS. 
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Dear Exponent: 


It was a thrill for me to read Linda 
Charney's "Reflections on Passion." It helped 
reaffirm my own conclusions about a puzzle piece 
in my sexuality that I have been struggling with 
in recent months. 


I remember hearing in a talk once that a 
married man shouldn't even help another woman on 
with her coat in the church foyer because of the 
sexual implications. For a long time I believed 
this kind of nonsense and worried about every 
inappropriate thought or action on my part. I 
now feel this kind of hysteria develops from the 
suppression of feelings that seem unacceptable or 
overpowering to us. Those who feel the need 
to set up rules and regulate every intimate 
situation so nothing can possibly get out of 
control are those who have least been able to 
deal with the power of their own feelings. In 
fact, as Linda so beautifully expresses, just 
the opposite is true: Our ability to control 
our passions comes only after honest evaluation 
and acceptance of then! 


I am grateful that I had the courage to take 
that "frightening journey of self-discovery" of 
which she speaks. And, too, that I had a 
therapist who had insight into the process and 
brought to my experience much skill and great 
honesty and concern for me as a person. 


This therapist (who is, incidentally, LDS and 
very down to earth) helped me to look honestly 
at the depth of my passion. Passion not only 
within my own marriage, but outside those 
parameters. I felt so guilty for even the 
slightest feelings of attraction and warmth for 
anyone other than my husband. In addition, the 
sexual relationship in our marriage was affected 
because I couldn't deal with the intensity of my 
passions. They seemed, in their rawest form, 
ugly and vulgar. 


I believed somehow that if I allowed myself 
to truly feel my sexual feelings in their 
greatest magnitude (I knew they were there, 
though I had tried to make them inaccessible) 
that something terrible would happen. I couldn't 
even put this fear into words; my reaction took 
the form of some vague, dark sense that I had to 
keep myself bound up and in check all the time. 
On the occasions when I did let down my guard 
and allow myself to have intense, fully erotic 
experiences in our love making, the joy and 
excitement were incredible, but the guilt 
afterwards was paralyzing. 


The fear I had to overcome in looking at my 
feelings was monumental, but I was encouraged 
to put my sexual feelings into actual words-- 
something that took great courage to do. 


My therapist gently, in an attitude of great 
respect, held those expressions in his hands 
while we examined them and talked about them. 
Instead of their seeming ugly or inappropriate, 
they began to give me a sense of awe at my 
Capacity to feel. I thought to myself, "These 
feelings and passions are a manifestation that 
I'm alive and can feel to the heights and depths 
that God intended me to." 


I experienced a huge sense of relief at this 
unburdening. Linda speaks of knowing ourselves 
sufficiently to rise above carnality and of our 
fear of allowing powerful feelings to surface, 
then being unable to control them. From my own 
experience, I know that fear to be valid--but 
unfounded. During one discussion, my therapist, 
challenging this fear, asked me if I believed 
that allowing my sexual feelings to surface in 
their magnitude would cause me to suddenly lose 
control and "screw my way through the fleet" 
(his words, not mine). It is perhaps a little 
crass in its expression, but serves to point out 
the absurdity of that fear in my lack of 
control. I honestly believe that in actuality 
most of us are women of great strength. 


Truly, repressing my impulses had made them 
distorted, disguised, and threatening to me. 
But confronting those feelings with a trusted 
friend has freed up my sexual relationship with 
my husband and has made me unashamed of loving 
and feeling. The process has lessened my guilt, 
enabling me to communicate with my Father in 
Heaven about my impulses, and has given me an 
increased capacity for joy. 


a 


Editor: 


Julene Morgan 
Salt Lake City, Utah 


My wife and I became acquainted with your 
publication about six years ago. It was only 
last week, however, that we again came across the 
Exponent We only had a couple of minutes to 
look over the copy of the "Mormons and 
Sexuality" issue, but it was enough to convince 
us that the mainstream Church publications do not 
give space to many important problems facing the 
Saints today and that it is time to subscribe. 


Greg Jakubowski 
Salt Lake City, Utah 





Dear Editors: 


Sister Dushku's article, "Brother Bennett, 
Sexism, and The Handbook" disturbs me. Her 
reaction to the rule that one man and one woman 
should not travel together and her reaction to 
The Handbook were caused by an embarrassing 
situation developed by one man's tactlessness, 
not by the rule or by The Handbook itself. 

There are, indeed, tactless people in the Church, 
but Sister Dushku's reaction seems to imply that 
these people should determine Church policy. 
Should rules and programs be abandoned whenever 
some member does a thoughtless, silly, mean, or 
tactless thing? 


I wonder if it has occurred to Sister Dushku 
to ask why there is such a rule on traveling. 
Has she never pondered the possibility that the 
rule was created to help people? (I also wonder 
how a rule that asks the same of both men and 
women can be sexist.) As this issue of Exponent 
II explains, we are all sexual beings. 

Marriage, even temple marriage, is no guarantee 
of marital fidelity. Even people who believe 
themselves strong in the gospel may have sexual 
and emotional needs of which they are not aware. 
Good people can be naive and place themselves in 
compromising situations. 


Several years ago a woman whom I liked and 
admired was called to a leadership position in 
her ward. Because she lived some distance from 
the church, she arranged to ride to meetings with 
aman who lived near her. Within a year my 
friend and her traveling companion had committed 
adultery. Two families were shattered and 
innocent people were terribly hurt. This tragedy 
happened because a married man and a married 
woman traveled alone together; they would never 
have sought each other out to plan an 
assignation. 


When my husband and I were working in stake 
callings, our stake president was very firm 
about following this rule, insisting that a 
married man and a married woman who were not 
husband and wife not travel alone together on 
Stake business. Everyone followed his counsel 
out of appreciation for both his wisdom and his 
efforts in serving the stake. There were people 
on the stake boards who were very strong, and 
probably felt beyond the possibility of 
temptation had they traveled alone with someone 
of the opposite sex, but they followed the 
teaching of Paul, who said in Romans, chapters 
14 and 15: 


Let us not therefore judge one another any 
more: but judge this rather, that no man put a 
stumbling block or an occasion to fall in his 
brother's way . . . We then that are strong 
Ought to bear the infirmities of the weak and 
not please ourselves. Let every one of us 
please his neighbor for his good to 
edification. For even Christ pleased not 
himself... 


By following this rule we also support the 
general authorities who, knowing of so many 
tragic cases like that of my friend, have 
written a rule into The Handbook to help us. 


Joyce N. Woodbury 
Scotia, New York 


SS Se _ ae SS EES 


After my initial visit, I began gathering data 
about my condition. For two months I took my 
basal temperature each morning to plot ovulation 
and painstakingly charted all physical and 
emotional symptoms. It all seemed to fit. My 
anxious depressed periods would start mid-cycle 
and last anywhere from two to three weeks. Then 
my feeling of well-being would return and I 
would have to check my chart to convince myself 
I had really felt that bad. 


For six months now I have been taking natural 
Progesterone suppositories during the down days 
of my cycle and the change has been miraculous. 
My personality has evened out. I no longer lose 
control for two to three weeks each month. 


Nevertheless, many questions remain 
unanswered. PMS is still rarely recognized in 
the medical profession as a “real” disorder. The 
FDA has not approved the use of natural pro- 
gesterone for the treatment of PMS, and only a 
few pharmacies in the United States sell it. 





Even among professionals treating PMS, there are 
doubts and questions. What actually causes the 
hormone deficiency? (It is believed to be a 
problem with the hypothalmus region of the 
brain.) How does the progesterone work? What 
are the long-range effects of taking high levels 
of it? Since there are no conclusive diagnostic 
tests that can be given for PMS, it can be 
easily confused with other psychological 
disorders. Some women, such as myself, seem to 
benefit from taking both the lithium for the 
mood swings and the progesterone for the 
cyclical problems. One or the other alone 
doesn't solve it all. There are different types 
of natural progesterone--how does one determine 
the dosage that will work best? 


PMS can be aggravated by so many things, 
including improper diet or exercise, stress, 
gynecological problems, pregnancy, and child- 
birth. The variables are hard to control and 
the lifestyle changes hard to accept. I con- 
tinue to struggle with the principles of good 


diet, exercise, and stress management. Though 
our lives are certainly on an upward swing, I 
often wonder if I can reverse the damage my 
irrational behavior has done to my husband and 
my children. We have all struggled through this 
problem. 


I still find self-acceptance difficult. I 
haven't been on the good side long enough. I've 
often wished I had a nice, tidy illness with a 
respectable name, all wrapped up neatly and tied 
with a bow. If you have the flu, you can tell 
people you have the flu, and they will under- 
stand why you are acting sick. But it is hard 
to tell people you are in your PMS state. Even 
if you do risk sharing some of what you go 
through, it doesn't sound credible. 


But emotion, inconvenience, cost, doubt, 
regret, and discomfort all aside, even a 
questionable answer for something as difficult 
as PMS is better than no answer at all. 


Julene Morgan 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
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Editor: 


Congratulations on your "Mormons and 

Sexuality" issue. Although it is a rather 

uneven collection of pieces, it will surely help 
move the Church toward frank contemplation of the 
subject. I think, however, that this issue would 
have been more aptly tiled, "The Mormon Woman 
and Sexuality"; perhaps in a subsequent issue 

you could include some men's perspectives. 


I hope you will do a follow-up issue. If you 
do, I think it would be useful to analyze ways 
in which social forces shape our sexual self- 
perceptions. You might also trace development 
of the Church's attitudes on sexuality and 
compare it with development of attitudes in 
society at large. Finally, it would be helpful 
to document as much as we can claim to know 
about the sexuality of our Heavenly Parents. 


Again, thanks for the start you have made. I 


look forward to further discussions of Mormon 
sexuality. 


Dear Emma Lou Thayne: 


Dick Butler 
Menlo Park. California 


I must write to thank you from the bottom of 
my heart for the article, "In the Casket, 
Clean," which appeared in the last issue of 
Exponent II. That teaching you describe has 
bothered me since I first read about it many 
years ago. In fact, when I first heard about 
it, I interpreted the teaching to mean that if I 
were accosted, it would be better for me to 
fight to the death than to submit to rape. Now, 
I'm pretty sure that that interpretation was not 
intended, but I am also sure that, since I 
received that message, there were probably 
others who did also. 


But that aside, I, too, was utterly dismayed 
to read the same thing in the recent Ensign, and 
have been stewing about it ever since. Your 
article so eloquently expressed what I had been 
thinking. I, too, want my children to feel that 
my love is unconditional, that no matter what 
they do, I will always love and support them. 


Again, thank you so very much for your 
beautifully articulated article. 


Za) 


Dear Women of Exponent: 


Teddy Carey 
Menlo Park, California 


I want to thank you for printing my poems 
"Engaged In" and "Cowboy Cantibile” letter 
pefect. Unfortunately, you did not take such 
care in printing my name, Whoever Martha Pierie 
is, she did not write those poems. I did. 


All the best. 


Martha Pierce 
Salt Lake City, Utah 


Editor's Note--It is not that we did not take 
care, but that we only had hand-written signa- 
tures, not typed names, on each poem. Both 
signatures seemed to spell Pierie, includ- 
ing the dotted i's. Our apologies. 


Dear Sisters: 


Please send me as many copies of your 
fantastic fall 1982 issue on sexuality as the 
enclosed check will buy. We are studying 
Sexuality and the Church in our priesthood 
quorum, and I would like to distribute a copy of 
this important issue to each member. 


This is one of the finest, most concretely 
helpful issues of any LDS-oriented periodical, in 
my opinion, in the entire history of the Church. 
I am going to make it required reading for my 
teenage children. I think that this one issue 
alone, if used, will be more successful in 
aiding young people to understand their emerging 
sexuality than all the Church manuals put 
together. 


Our schizophrenic attitude toward sexuality 
never ceases to amaze me. We say we want to do 
all in our power to help our youngsters come to 
grips with all the temptations of life, but then 
we go right on giving them Pablum in our manuals 
and refusing to discuss officially the thorny 
issues that they may very well face someday, 
issues that may totally devastate them if they 
are not prepared. Our failure in this area 
makes me wonder if we really do love our kids. 


I saw this devastation-through-lack-of- 
preparation as one of the dominant themes 
threading its way through the many heart- 
wrenching, first-person accounts in this issue. 
If you want additional horror stories further 
illustrating almost each one of the experiences 
related in this issue, I can supply you with 
trainloads of my own dooumentation, particularly 
with respect to the problem of sexual 
dysfunction in Mormon marriages, 


You are to be greatly commended for 
publishing this issue. I predict that many 
people will call your names blessed for doing 
so. I'll be anxiously looking forward to more 
issues devoted to this important, but often 
neglected, subject. 


Robert G. Vernon 
Salt Lake City, Utah 


Editor's Note: Additional individual copies of 
each issue are $2.00 and may be ordered from our 
box address. 


Za) 


Dear Friends: 


I appreciate your efforts. Exponent II has 
long been a resource for Relief Society lessons, 
talks, and personal projects. Every issue has 
just what I need. 


va 


Editor: 


Robyn Frasier Robinson 
Salt Lake City, Utah 


Once again, Exponent II has published an 
issue of great interest to me and other readers 
but has neglected to address an issue in the 
Church as well as society. This issue is homo- 
sexuality. Whether or not the editors received 
any articles on this issue or just chose not to 
publish them, this issue will not go away. It 
is an issue that very much relates to women in 
the Church, because there are women homosexuals 
who do or have belonged to the Church, as well 
as women who are mothers, sisters, relatives, or 
friends of someone who is homosexual. 





IF SPRING IS HERE, CAN YOUR WINTER 


as EXPONENT BE 


I was not in the middle of directing a play, 
entering the work force again after ten years, 
losing my job, having to retype thirty pages on 
the word processor because an active toddler 
pulled the plug, organizing the Stake Relief 
Society Women's Conference, caring for a baby 
who had been dropped on her head, or building 
the set for the aforementioned play. 


I was merely supervising six roadshows, 
correcting sixty-three research papers, 


FAR BEHIND? a 


entertaining my sister, and packing for a trip 
to Florida to escape it all. Therefore, I was 
nominated to write this article. It's supposed 
to be tongue in cheek. Funny. I was told I 
could say the spring issue is coming out 
directly. After looking around at the 
casualties of the past two months, I'm ready to 
date this issue April lst, keep my mouth shut 
and my fingers crossed. 


Cheryl Howard 
Medford, Massachusetts 


selves gay or lesbian. 


I am the chapter director of an organization 
called Affirmation/Gay and Lesbian Mormons. We 
were formed to provide spiritual, social, 
cultural, and emotional support for those who 
are or have been Mormons and who consider them- 


We also feel we can be 


of help to parents, relatives, friends, Church 
authorities, and anyone else who needs support. 


loved ones by members of the Church. 


We feel there are many misunderstandings 
about homosexuality in the Church and much 
inconsiderate behavior to homosexuals and their 


We would 


like to help clear up these misunderstandings 
and help those who talk to their parents and 
other loved ones and Church authorities, seeking 
help and advice. 


We hope you will publish this letter so more 
people in the Church will be aware of our 
existence. 


Affirmation/Gay & Lesbian 
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